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Dedication 


We,  the  class  of  1917,  lovingly  dedicate  our 
first  annual — "The  Scout" — to 


Mrs.  Felicia  M.  Paden 


as  a  token  of  our  inexpressible  esteem  and  appre- 
ciation for  her  untiring  efforts  and  amiable  kind- 
ness towards  us  during  our  entire  high  school 
course. 
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MOTTO:     Decide;  Start;  Stick;  Finish. 
COLORS:     Purple  and  Gold 
FLOWER:     Purple  Violet. 
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Class    Poem 

Soft  on  our  school  life  the  shadows  are  falling 

Shutting  them  out  from  our  sight, 
Memory's  voices,  sweet,  soon  will  be  calling 

Them  back  from  Oblivion's  Night. 
Classmates  we  love  will  soon  leave  its  forever, 

Wander  away  o'er  Life's  Sea; 
Ties  that  are  dearest  now,  soon  must  we  sever, 

Soon  only  memories  they'll  be. 

Days  of  our  school  life,  so  happy,  so  golden, 

Sadly  we  bid  you  farewell — 
Sac//?/  ice  step  from  the  peace  of  your  Eden 

In  the  bustling  world  to  dwell; 
But  we  go  with  the  thought  that  in  Memory's  Valley 

Still  we  may  have  you  awhile, 
And  dreaming  the  old  dreams  again  may  be  happy 

And  cares  with  your  charms  may  beguile. 

Farewell,  then,  dear  days  of  our  study  and  playtime, 

Farewell  dear  comrades  of  youth; 
Ever' we'll  struggle  in  life's  busy  work-time 

To  keep  well  our  lessons  of  truth. 
And  when  in  the  e'en  time,  the  bar  is  crossed  over, 

And  all  of  life's  lessons  are  o'er, 
We  hope  in  the  beauty  of  new  life  eternal 

Our  Class  will  assemble  once  more. 
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OAKLEY  THORP 

Class  President  and  Assistant  Business  Manager 
of  "The  Scout." 

From  the  far  West  came  our  class  presi- 
dent, and  he  brought  with  him  some  of  the 
positiveness  and  strength  of  that  sturdy  part 
of  our  country,  and  we  look  forward  to  his  win- 
ning success  in  his  chosen  profession. 


I     BERNICE  NISBETT 


Class    Treasurer    and    Literary    Editor    of    "The 
Scout." 

We  believe  that  the  same  earnestness  and 
cheerfulness  that  have  helped  Bernice  to  make 
her  work  a  success  in  school,  altho  a  "Faculty 
Kid,"  will  go  with  her  thru  life  and  help  her 
to  become  a  past  master  in  teaching  the  young 
idea  how  to  shoot. 


CHARLES  COATES 


of 


Class    Vice-President   and    Business   Manage 
"The  Scout." 

For  four  years  Charles  has  proven  to  us  what 
patience  and  constant  application  and  "real 
grit"  will  do;  and  before  many  years  we  look 
to  see  "Dr.  C.  R.  Coates"  one  of  the  leading 
physicians  of  our  country. 


DILLIE  HEALD 

Class    Secretary    and    Senior    Editor     of    "'The 
Scout" 

It  would  not  be  inappropriate  to  call  Dillie 
our  best  girl,  tho  all  our  girls  are  good.  She 
always  stands  for  all  that  is  best  in  school 
work  and  in  after  life  we  know  she  will  always 
be  found  true  to  her  life  work. 
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OTIS  JONES 

Editor-in-Chief  of  "The  Scout." 

If  courtesy,  effort  and  mental  strength  win 
reward  in  this  world  we  believe  that  Otis  will 
claim  the  laurel  wreath  of  honor  for  his  own 
in  the  years  to  come. 


BESS  WALLACE 

Art  Editor  of  "The  Scout." 
Standing  with  reluctant  feet 
Where  the  brook  and  river  meet 
Is  Bess,  our  "Baby,"  dainty,  neat — 
We  wish  her  everything  that's  sweet. 


CHARLES  WESLEY  KEMP 

Athletic  Editor  of  "The  Scout." 

When  we  think  of  athletics  and  earnest,  rapid 
and  enthusiastic  work  in  that  line,  we  invari- 
ably think  of  Kemp;  and  now  that  he  has  en- 
listed in  Uncle  Sam's  navy  we  say:  "Three 
Cheers  for  Kemp."  full-knowing  his  bravery 
and  sincerity  will  win  recognition  there. 


PERCY  SHORT 

Humorous  Editor  of  "The  Scout." 

What  would  we  do  without  Percy  when  we 
are  blue  and  need  some  one  to  make  jolly 
times  for  us — Percy  wh8  always  looks  on  the 
bright  side  and  who  is  a  good  fellow  with 
everyone.  We  pope  and  believe  that  he  will  al- 
ways be  the  cheerful  fellow  he  is  now. 
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Class  History 


It  would  be  too  great  a  task  to  write  the  history  of  eight  eventful  lives  from  child- 
hood to  their  senior  year,  so  I  will  only  begin  as  we  entered  school  in  1914,  and  endeavor 
to  chronicle  the  history  of  the  most  noted  class  and  the  chief  events  leading  up  to  the 
commencement  time  of  the  class  of  1917. 

Three  years  ago  we  assembled  at  the  new  brick  schoolhouse  for  the  purpose  of 
adding  to  our  lives  the  knowledge  which  we  knew  was  necessary  to  fight  life's  battle, 
for  we  know  that  each  person  is  responsible  for  his  future  and  that 

"We  build  the  ladder  by  which  we  rise 
From  the  lowly  earth  to  the  vahited  skies 
And  mount  to  its  summit  round  by  round." 

That,  year  (1914)  a  new  superintendent.  Prof.  Grubbs,  came  from  his  home  in  the 
North  to  take  charge  of  our  school.  He  was  a  splendidly  educated  man  and  much 
devoted  to  his  profession,  and  labored  earnestly  and  well  for  our  school  during  the  two 
years  he  was  here,  and  often  we  think,  when  our  lessons  are  hard,  of  his  favorite  motto: 
"Genius  is  the  ability  to  labor." 

Those  of  the  present  c'ass,  then  present,  were:  Wesley  Kemp,  Percy  Short,  Charles 
Coates,  Bess  Walace  and  Dill'e  Heald.  At  first  Charles  was  not  liked  very  much  by  the 
girls,  because  he  was  noted  for  his  pranks  and  unexpected  jokes;  but  finally  he  won 
favor  by  the  use  of  a  large  vocabulary  and  by  his  constant  good  humor. 

Percy  was  very  popular  from  the  beginning,  being  noted  for  love-making  and  wit, 
always  making  you  laugh  at  the  wrong  time  and  in  the  wrong  place. 

Wesley,  better  known  as  "Red,"  because  of  his  red  hair,  expected  to  be  a  bacter- 
iologist; but  prefers  to  be  a  baseball  star  now. 

Bess,  the  pet  of  the  class,  wishes  to  become  famous  thru  her  domestic  science  work, 
but  is  content  now  to  be  the  "baby"  and  a  very  popular  young  lady. 

Dilie,  who  on  account  of  her  sweet  and  cheerful  disposition,  is  loved  by  the  entire 
class  and  by  her  example  of  sweet  womanliness  has  done  much  to  help  us  build  high 
ideals  of  character.  She  expects  to  be  a  teacher  in  the  future,  but  is  content  now 
just  to  be  a  Senior. 

The  next  year  we  were  told  that  we  could  take  as  many  subjects  as  possible  and 
began  to  scramble  for  more  units.  That  year  added  several  more  classmates  to  our 
number — they  were:  Bernice  Nisbett  Otis  Jones  and  Oakley  Thorp.  Bernice  came  from 
Arkansas  and  did  not  seem  to  be  ashamed  of  it.  At  first  she  thought  our  school  very 
rough,  but  due  to  her  present  environment,  has  lost  some  of  her  dignity  and  has  won  a 
place  in  our  hearts  and  become  one  of  us. 

Otis,  very  handsome,  a  favorite  of  the  girls,  a  pet  of  the  teachers,  because  he  says 
nothing  to  vex  them,  joined  our  list  and  won  a'l  the  honor  and  praise  possible,  is  now 
a  full-fledged  member  and  an  ardent  worker  of  the  class. 

Oakley,  a  product  of  the  West,  which  probably  has  had  an  influence  on  his  physique, 
as  he  is  large  and  strong,  is  the  genius  of  the  class — better  known  as  Oakley  the  Perfect. 
Our  Junior  year  was  a  year  of  great  joy.  We  did  everything  that  we  were  allowed 
to  do  and  enough  more  to  keep  the  teachers  always  frowning,  and  us  in  trouble.  During 
the  latter  part  of  the  year  we  became  more  cultured.  That  year  our  parties  and  picnics 
afforded  us  much  pleasure. 

In  the  beginning  of  our  Senior  year  a  new  superintendent  came  to  take  charge  of 
us  Prof.  C.  H.  Parrick  of  Oklahoma  City.  He  is  a  man  well  qualified  for  his  position, 
and  school  work  seems  no  burden  to  him.  By  his  congenial  cheery  ways  he  has  won 
the  friendship  of  all  his  students. 

Our  Senior  year  has  been  one  spent  mostly  in  the  school  rooms  and  office  with  the 
faculty  for: 

''Labor  with  zeal  as  we  will. 

Something  remains  undone. 
Something  unaccomplished  still, 
Awaits  the  rising  sun." 
.There  were  no  new  members  added  to  our  class  this  year,  so  we  close  this  simple 
record  of  our  class  life  with  the  hope  that  after  this  life  is  o'er  we  may  be  reunited  In 
that  great  beyond,  where  no  one  enters  except  those  with  a  life  well  spent  in  service 
where 

".     .     .     Only  the  Master  shall  finaisc  us 

And  only  the  Master  shull  blame, 
And  no  one  sliall  work  for  money 

And  no  one  shall  work  for  fame, 
But  each  for  the  joy  of  working. 
And  each  in  his  separate  star. 
Shall  paint  the  thing  as  he  sees  it. 
For  the  God  of  things  as  they  are." 
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/  sit  tonight  by  the  fireside 

And  think  of   days  that  are  o'er 

In  the  dear  old  Broken  Bow  High  School — 
The  days  that  are  no  more. 

How  often  do  I  see  pictures 

Made  in  the  fire-light's  blaze 
Of  school-mates,  class-mates,  teachers 

And  scenes  of  remembered  days. 

Some  days  are  dark  and  dreary 

But  teachers  kind  and  true. 
Cleared  away  the  clouds  about  us — 

Let  the  golden  sunshine  thru.  ■ 

Many  days  we  spent  together 

.  Happy  days  of  bliss  and  glow 

Many  years  will  be  remembered 

In  our  school  of  Broken  Bow. 

No  school  of  all  the  nation 

And  its  teachers  as  we  know, 
Will  compare  with  that  we  honor 

In  the  town  of  Broken  Bow. 
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Class  Yell 


S-E-N-I-O-R-S 
Seniors,  Seniors !  Yes,  Yes,  Yes ! 
Rah,  Rah,  Rah !  Ree,  Ree,  Ree ! 
Our  work  is  finished,  "ies-sir-ee! 
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The  day  is  cold  and  dark  and  dreary, 
But  the  Seniors  are  gay  and  never  weary; 
Our  hopes  still  cling  to  the  future's  call 
And  ice  hope  that  they  will  never  fall — 
The  day  is  happy  and  cheery. 

Our  lives  are  gay  and  happy  and  cheery, 
Our  work  is  hard,  but  we  never  weary 
Our  thoughts  cling  fast,  and  never  fall 
To  the  hopes  of  youth  and  one  and  all, 
The  Seniors  are  gay  and  cheery.         , 

So  Seniors,  never  be  repining ; 

In  the  future  still  the  sun  is  shining, 
Our  lot  is  the  common  lot  of  all 
And  our  interest  here  must  never  fall 

We  must  ever  be  bright  and  cheery. 
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Class    Prophecy 


k  was  in  the  year  1925  when,  after  having  taken  a  course  in  journalism,  I  was 
traveling  with  a  party  of  friends  in  Europe  making  reports  for  a  large  magazine.  We 
visited  mony  places  of  interest  and  we  were  determined  to  visit  one  of  the  ruins  of  the 
old  Grecian  Temples.  I  especially  thought  this  would  be  an  opportunity  for  an  interest- 
ing report  to  our  journal. 

The  inn  where  we  were  stopping  was  not  far  from  the  ruins  of  the  temple  where 
our  guide  had  told  us  the  Fates  of  old  were  wont  to  weave  their  magic  spells  and 
where,  he  said,  a  privileged  few  might  sometimes  see  them  still  on  moonlight  nights. 
I  did  not  believe  much  in  his  story,  but  I  had  been  always  fascinated  by  the  stories  con- 
nected with  the  Fates  and  as  the  night,  after  he  told  us  this,  proved  to  be  a  very 
beautiful  moonlight  one,  I  slipped  away  to  visit  the  ancient  ruins  alone  and  learn  the 
fate  of  each  of  my  Senior  brothers  and  sisters,  if  possible. 

The  rows  of  columns  gleamed  fair  in  the  moonlight  and  as  most  of  the  roof  was 
gone  it  was  not  dark  enough  to  make  me  afraid.  I  sat  down  at  the  base  of  a  column 
and  fell  to  imagining  I  was  in  the  days  when  Greece  was  in  her  glory  and  fancied  I 
could  see  the  Fates  in  the  shadows. 

Suddenly  I  sat  up  straight.  Before  me  I  saw  three  beautiful  maidens,  clothed  in 
Grecian  costumes.  They  rose  to  greet  me,  the  first  introducing  herself,  then  her 
sisters,  telling  me  that  her  name  was  Clotho  and  that  her  duty  was  to  spin  the  thread 
of  life.  The  second  was  Lachesis  whose  work  was  to  decide  the  fate,  and  the  third  was 
Atropos,  who  cuts  the  thread  of  life.  I  informed  them  of  my  mission  and  Lachesis  said: 
"It  is  I  whom  you  want  to  see."  So  following  her  I  soon  found  myself  in  a  small  cave- 
like room  having  an  open  roof  also,  thru  which  the  moon  was  shining,  giving  a  dim  light. 
She  bade  me  be  seated  and  presently  the  scroll  began  to  unroll. 

First  there  flashed  before  my  eyes  a  well-equipped  hospital  and  in  the  distant 
corner  I  could  see  upon  a  snowy-white  bed  a  little  child.  Bending  over  it  was  a  nurse 
dressed  in  her  white  uniform,  upon  the  sleeve  and  cap  of  which  was  stamped  the  famous 
red  cross.  At  the  other  side  of  the  bed  stood  the  grave-faced  surgeon.  They  looked 
very  sincere  and  earnest  and  seemed  to  have  the  entire  interest  of  their  patient  at 
heart.  Another  flash  and  the  scene  became  clearer  and  I  recognized  the  nurse  as 
Dillie  Meald  and  the  surgeon  as  Charles  Coates.  Charles  was  then  house  surgeon  of 
the  Saint  Paul's  Hospital  and  Dillie  was  a  skillful  Red  Cross  nurse  in  a  city  nearby, 
only  having  been  called  to  this  place  for  this  special  case. 

In  a  moment  this  picture  was  gone  and  the  scene  changed  to  an  athletic  field.  A 
game  was  being  played  between  Yale  and  Harvard.  At  once  I  saw  a  rather  large 
fellow  between  third  base  and  home  waving  his  hat.  His  hair  was  of  a  somewhat  red- 
dish hue.  In  his  excitement  he  ran  nearer  and  the  words  from  an  athletic  pennant 
(lashed  before  me  which  read  something  like  this:  "Kemp,  Athletic  Coach,  Harvard 
I'niversity"  I  then  learned  that  Wesley,  another  member  of  our  '17  class,  was  a  very 
successful  coach  of  this  university  and  that  his  team  had  not  lost  a  game  that  season, 
due  to  his  excellent  coaching. 

Another  flash  and  I  saw  a  large  touring  car  gliding  along.  I  soon  saw  the  car 
roll  up  before  a  large  building  on  a  corner  of  a  crowded  street.  As  it  stopped  a  hand- 
somely dressed  gentleman  stepped  out,  walking  with  a  Very  important  air.  Over  the 
door  which  he  entered  was  written  the  words:  "First  National  Bank,  New  York  City." 
Then  another  flash  and  I  beheld  the  interior  of  the  building  and  there  I  read  from  a 
enrd:  "Percy  L.  Short,  President." 
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CLASS    PROPHECY    (Continued) 

The  scroll  now  unrolled  again  and  I  saw  the  busy  office  of  the  White  House.  Before 
the  large  dask  sat  the  confidential  secretary  of  the  President.  His  back  was  toward  me 
at  first,  but  presently  he  turned,  and  who  could  it  be  but  another  Senior  brother — Otis 
Jones.  He  being  quite  a  proficient  stenographer  and  on  account  of  his  university  edu- 
cation and  easy  manners  had  become  quite  a  cultivated  gentleman  and  was  well  worthy 
of  his  position  as  private  secretary  to  the  president  of  the  United  States. 

Another  instant  and  I  was  looking  upon  a  well  furnished  stage  in  a  spacious  audi- 
torium. On  this  stage  were  six  attractive  ladies.  Each  had  her  musical  instrument  and 
seemed  to  be  preparing  to  give  to  the  large  audience  a  classical  number.  I  was  busy 
looking  at  each  member  of  this  sextette  when,  somehow,  my  eyes  turned  to  the  most 
lovely  of  all — the  one  sitting  at  the  piano.  She  was  beautifully  dressed  in  flowing  folds 
of  blue  and  her  wavy  hair  seemed  to  toss  upon  her  brow.  Just  now  she  turned  facing 
me  and  to  my  surprise  I  saw  no  other  than  Bess  Wallace.  She  was  the  pianist  for  the 
Wallace  Sextette  and  was  traveling  over  different  parts  of  the  United  States  giving 
entertainments. 

Another  roll  of  the  scroll  and  I  saw  a  majestic  ship  with  the  Star  Spangled  Banner 
floating  over  it.  Upon  deck  stood  the  admiral.  I  sat  spellbound  for  the  ocean  scene 
was  beautiful.  Pretty  soon  I  decided  that  they  must  be  celebrating  some  festival,  for 
as  the  ship  glided  away  I  heard  the  crew  yelling:  "Three  cheers  for  Thorp!"  I  knew 
then  that  it  was  another  member  of  the  '17  class,  Oakley  Thorp,  and  soon  learned  that 
on  account  of  the  European  War  in  which  the  United  States  had  become  engaged,  he 
had  become  famous  both  in  Europe  and  America. 

'Twas  now  that  the  scroll  unrolled  no  more,  for  the  end  had  come.  I  had  seen 
them  all,  so  after  thanking  Lachesis  again  and  again,  I  went  out  of  the  temple  and 
hurried  to  join  my  friends  at  the  inn.  When  I  had  related  the  occurrence  they  declared 
that  I  had  evidently  fallen  asleep  and  dreamed,  but  it  always  seemed  to  me  that  it  was 
real. 
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Class  Will 


STATE  Or  OKLAHOMA,         \  «,«, 

county  of  Mccurtain  ;s  • 

KNOW  ALL  MEN  BY  THESE  PRESENTS: 

We,  the  Senior  Class  of  1917,  assuming  that  we  are  sound  in  both  body  and  mind — 
speaking  from  an  apologetic  standpoint,  and  at  the  same  time  begging  absolute  pardon 
for  attempting  to  smooth  over  the  reference  made  to  the  mind  proposition  so  satis- 
factorily— and  desiring  to  make  an  unprejudiced  and  free-hearted  disposition  of  all  of 
our  golden  characteristics,  glaring  faults  and  choice  wishes,  while  we  are  thus  far 
removed  from  a  house  constructed  and  intended  for  the  "feeble-headed"  folks,  do 
hereby  make,  publish  and  implicitly  declare  the  following  to  be  our  last  will  and  testa- 
ment, simultaneously  revoking,  cancelling  and  expunging  all  other  former  wills  made 
by  any  member  of  this  octet: 

(1)  We  authorize  the  Juniors  to  pay  out  of  that  fat  purse  which  they  filled  with 
so  little  difficulty,  all  of  our  too  numerous  I  O  U's,  invoices  and  other  bills  that  have 
accrued  to  oi"T  deep  regret. 

(2)  We  hasten  to  will  to  the  Faculty  the  absolute  assurance  of  our  keenest  regret 
for  having  caused  them  so  much  displeasure  at  times  when  our  views  differed  so 
widely  on  various  matters,  that  from  bur  standpoint,  seemed  to  leave  no  room  for 
argument. 

(3)  We,  knowing  our  personal  characteristics  perhaps  better  individually  than 
collectively,  separately  bequeath  the  following  to  whom  we  designate: 

I,  Oakley  Thorp,  do  hereby  bequeath  my  illustrious  tit'e  as  Class  President,  together 
with  its  prodigious  and  various  duties,  to  any  Junior  wishing  to  grow  a  fine  thick  crop 
of  premature  gray  hair  during  one  term  of  school. 

I,  Charles  Coates,  hereby  solemnly  and  generously  bequeath  to  any  Junior  desiring 
the  largest  accumulation  of  Websterian  words  and  Ciceronian  phrases,  acquired  with 
so  much  ease  and  used  with  so  much  facility  during  my  school  life,  with  the  desire  that 
my  memory  may  thus  be  perpetuated. 

I.  Percy  Short,  without  the  least  bit  of  hesitancy,  do  solemnly  bequeath  my  un- 
conquerable, yet  unsubdued,  untamed,  uncouth,  unrefined,  uncivilized,  untutored  and 
barbarous  laugh  to  any  student  of  our  High  School  who  has  not  had,  as  yet,  the  privilege 
of  being  invited  to  appear  before  the  Superintendent  of  Schools  for  a  bit  of  advice  re- 
garding tone,  harmony,  melody  and  pitch  of  voice. 
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CLASS    WILL    (Continued) 

I,  Wesley  Kemp,  hereby  bequeath  my  multiplicity  of  inordinate  and  copious  reproofs 
and  reprimands  to  the  most  studious  and  deserving  Freshman,  in  order  that  his  school 
life  may  experience  as  great  a  variety  as  possible. 

I,  Bernice  Nisbett,  will  all  of  my  poetical  abilities  and  also  my  unparalleled  ability 
to  converse  during  study  periods,  to  any  Junior  aspiring  to  become  a  close  parallel  to 
Milton  and  a  target  for  the  reproofs  of  the  High  School  Principal. 

1,  Bess  Wallace,  hereby  bequeath  all  of  my  self-acquired  charms  and  fastidious 
tastes  in  the  art  of  hair  curling  to  any  fair  member  of  the  Freshman  Class  who  long3 
and  wishes  to  become  equal'y  as  charming. 

I,  Dillie  Heald,  hereby  will  my  surplus  A-f  0"  grades  to  the  most  deserving  and 
unfortunate  victim  of  the  frequent  quizz  bombardments. 

I,  Otis  Jones,  willingly  bequeath  all  my  empty  thoughts,  misty  dreams  and  hopeless 
ambitions  to  any  member  of  the  Freshman  Class  who  handles  a  5c  plug  of  Star  Navy 
at  one  chew. 

In  witness  whereof,  we,  the  Senior  Class  of  1917,  have  to  this  our  last  will  and 
testament,  consisting  of  two  sheets  of  paper,  subscribed  our  names  this  first  day  of 
June,  1917. 


President.  • 


WITNESSES: 


fj      /                                  i                ,  Vice-President. 

........ ^.'..x.<.?./,.c.<S      .QaHHx.u^.i,,..: 

( >                                   _^                          j  S~~\                                  Secretary. 

V.A^T^M.^lt.^^.    .  AlL^t.  Ll: : .  ■■■■ : 


&,.?».•:>«.&#*%{  (J^ 


Treasurer. 
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Class  Song 


(Air  to  "Flag  of  Freedom.") 

Oh,  we  love  the  Gold  and  Purple — 

Our  colors  bright  and  gay 
And  our  hearts  in  joy  united, 

Shall  their  praises  sound  today; 
Till  the  high  and  vaulted  arches, 

Of  the  old  school  house  shall  ring 
With  the  echoes  of  the  chorus 

That  our  joyful  hearts  shall  sing. 

Chorus — 

Oh,  the  glorious  Gold  and  Purple 

Let  it  wave  thruout  the  year; 
'Tis  the  badge  we  love  and  honor; 

To  every  heart  'tis  dear; 
And  we'll  rally  'round  our  standard 

While  the  chosen  colors  fly — 
Gold  and  Purple,  Gold  and  Purple, 

We  will  iove  you  till  we  die. 

Dear  to  every  age  and  station 

Is  the  Seniors'  honored  name; 
And  the  grave  and  patient  Juniors, 

Heirship  to  our  honors  claim. 
'Tis  a  grand  end  lofty  station 

Recognized  by  young  and  old 
And  the  emblem  of  its  glory 

Is  the  Purple  and  the  Gold. 

Chorus — 
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Class  Officers 


V;,-  /■.-':-■ 


FLORA  WRIGHT 
President 

ESTHER  STEVEN'S 
Treasurer 


DIXIE  ELLEDGE 
Vice-President 

NANNIE  HOLCOMBE 

Editor 


NELLIE  PAULK 
GERALD  PARRICK 


MOTTO :     Honor  lies  in  honest  toil. 

COLORS:     Green  and  White. 

FLOWER:     White  Rose. 
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Junior  Class 


CLASS  ROLL. 


Beard,  Lillian 
Costilow,   Daisy 
Eixedge,  Dixie 
Elledce,  Dollie 

Freeman,  Elgie 
Holcomce,  Nannie 
O'Neal,  Sam 


I'aui.k,  Nellie 
Parrick,  Gerald 
Rorerts,  Laura 
Steven?,  Esther 
Wright,  Flora 
Wrights.  Ross 
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Class  Yell 

Green  and  White !  Green  and  White ! 
These  are  the  colors  that  win  the  fight. 
Who  are  we?  Who  are  we? 
JUNIORS!   JUNIORS!    Yes    Sir-ee! 
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Junior     Acrostic 


J  uniors  are  we,  happy  and  gay, 

U  sually  sincere  in  every  way. 

N  one  of  us  are  stubborn  we  say 

I  n  school  work,  home  task  or  in  play 

0  n  to  our  work  in  the  good  old  way. 

R  arely  will  anyone  disloyal  be 

S  ince  we  are  Juniors,  don't  you  see? 

A  class  full  of  joy  and  light, 
R  acing  thru  the  years  so  bright ; 
E  arnest  in  everything  that's  right. 

W  ise  young  Juniors  are  we; 
E  ach  a  wiser  Senior'll  be. 
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A  Freshman:     "I'm  trying  to  get  a-head." 
AJ Junior:     "Well,  you  need  one  badly." 

+  +  ♦ 

Mr.  Parrick:     (On  examination  day)    "What  was  that  noise  I  heard?" 
Gerald:  "Why-er-er-er-er  my  spirits,  which  fell  to  the  floor  when  I 
saw  the  first  question,  have  taken  another  tumble." 

¥   4-  + 
Photographer:     "Now,  is  this  the  pleasant  expression  you  want?" 
Beauty  Girl:     "Why-er-r,  I  guess  so,  but  hurry  up;  it  hurts  my  face." 

Business  Manager :     "I  managed  to  get  $20  worth  of  ads  today." 
Editor-in-Chief:     "Why,  do  you  get  money  for  ads?    I  thought  we 
had  to  pay  men  to  advertise." 

♦  +  + 

Did  you  ever  see  the  like  of  spooning? 
Even  the  Freshies  are  rivaling  the  Seniors. 


<& 


Burlesque  on  Cicero 

Sing  a  song  of  Cicero, 
Chapters  full  of  ivoe; 
Four  and  twenty  verbs  and  nouns 
Packed  in  a  row. 

When  the  book  is  opened 
Grief  comes  thick  and  fast. 
What  a  dreadful  study 
For  any  High  School  class. 
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Class  Oik 


icers 


EDGAR  BAKER 
President 


LENA  FARROW 
Treasurer 


GUS  PRESSON 

Editor 


Class  Roll 


Baker,  Edgar 
Byers,  Jessie 
Byers,  Wilma 
Carpenter,  Eunice 
Chastain,  Forest 

DoGGETT,    IMOGENE 

Farrow,  Lena 
Foreman,  Ex  ice 


Harris,  Stafford 
Jones,  Bill 
King,  Ulo 
McAleer,  Frank 
Presson,  Gus 
Riggs,  Hammond 
Santifer,  Mary 
Waite,  Wilder 


MOTTO :  Row,  don't  drift. 
COLORS:  Pink  and  Green. 
FLOWER:     Pink  Carnation. 
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Row,  Don't  Drift 


Fair  and  square  is  the  Freshman's  name 

Noted  everywhere  for  fame, 
Building  up  each  day  and  night, 
Trying  to  live  to  do  what's  right. 

Ready  and  eager  to  do  our  part 
Always  with  a  willing  heart 
Helping  others  on  life's  way 
Makes  work  brighter  day  by  day. 

Earnest  and  eager  to  help  them  out 

Makes  no  difference  if  we  are  talked  about — 

Laughed  at  and  scorned  by  the  Seniors  we  know 
'Tho  they  were  Freshmen  only  four  years  ago. 

Seniors  are  grave  and  reverend  we  know 
But  nevertheless  they  are  just  too  slow 

Waiting  for  someone  to  do  their  parts 

They  know  the  Freshmen  have  tender  hearts. 

Having  an  annual  put  out  this  year 

Just  to  please  these  Seniors  here 
Making  the  Juniors  and  Freshmen  help 

By  having  sock  socials  and  everything  else. 

Maybe  some  day  we'll  be  Seniors  too 

Just  wait  and  see  then  what  ive'll  do 
We'll  make  those  Freshmen  stand  around 

And  when  they  pass  us  they'll  bow  to  the  ground. 

Every  day  that  passes  by  ■■■.■' 

Makes  the  Freshman  year  just  fly 
So  just  a  very  few  months  more 

Then  each  will  be  a  Sophomore.  

Not  a  single  one  will  fail 

For  we  row  as  on  toe  sail 
Drifting  along  would  be  a  shame  .  . 

And  dishonor  to  the  Freshman  name.  ■•■   • 
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Freshmen  Aspirations 

We,  the  Freshman  Class  of  the  Broken  Bow  High  School,  are  a  very 
industrious  class.  Our  aspirations  are  to  become  Seniors,  and  by  dili- 
gently applying  ourselves  to  the  task  set  before  us,  we  expect  to  be  Seniors 
in  four  short  years. 

We  are  glad  that  our  first  year  in  high  school  is  closing  and  that  we 
have  won  the  commendations  of  our  instructors  and  praises  from  the 
Seniors  and  Juniors  in  spite  of  the  fact  that  we  are  "Freshies." 

Next  year  we  will  be  "Sophs"  which  means  that  we  will  be  one  round 
higher  on  the  ladder  of  success  and  fame;  but  with  the  poet  we  realize  that 

"We  build  the  ladder  by  which  we  rise 
From  the  loivly  earth  to  the  vaulted  skies." 

So  next  year  if  you  should  happen  to  visit  our  school  you  will  see  us 
"Sophs"  laboring  manfully  to  build  the  ladder  which  will  carry  us  to  the 
haven  of  the  Seniors. 

Our  labors  will  not  be  in  vain  for  "They  that  knock  at  the  door  of 
Knowledge  are  sure  to  be  allowed  to  enter." 

These  are  inspiring  thoughts  that  lead  us  on  to  success  and  if  you 
will  look  at  the  "Scout"  four  years  hence,  you  will  behold  the  same  faces 
in  the  Senior  class  which  you  now  see  under  the  word  "Freshmen." 
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Freshmen  Ambitions 


NAME  AMBITION 

Baker,  Edgar  To  be  a  teacher. 

Byers,  Jessie To  be  a  musician. 

Byers,  Wilma To  be  a  Red  Cross  nurse. 

Carpenter,  Eunice To  be  a  classy  dresser. 

Chastain,  Forest  To  be  an  agent  for  the  American  Laundry. 

Doggett,  Imogene   . .  t To  know  of  the  next  dance. 

Farrow,  Lena  To  be  noticed. 

Foreman,  Exice  To  live  in  the  White  House. 

Harris,  Stafford  To  be  foreman  of  the  Lumber  Yard. 

Jones,  Bill To  get  another  chew  of  Star. 

King,  Ulo  To  specialize  in  mathematics. 

McAleer,  Frank To  march  out  with  the  7th  grade. 

Presson,  Gus To  be  pretty. 

Riggs,  Hammond To  be  a  colleagoe  of  Jess  Willard. 

Santifer,  Mary  To  get  another  letter  from  Texarkana. 

VVaite,  Wilder To  be  a  congressman. 
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Senior  Prep.  Officers 


ESTELLA   OLIVER 
Treasurer 


OTTIS  HIXSOX 
Secretary 


Class  Roll 


Almond,  Maky  Belle 
Baker,  Julia 
Brent,  Charles 
Byers,  Marie 
Call,  Marie 
Callahan,  Zora 
Conn,  Lee 
Cole,  Enid 
Costilow.  Jim 
Dorsey,  Flora 
Dorse y,  Milton 
Fulton,  Earl 
Glass,  Hazel 
Green,  Carl 
Green,  Roy 
Harris,  Clora 
Harris,  Esther 


Harris,  Ora 
Hixson,  In  as 
Hisson,  Ottis 
Jacods,  Lena 
Lee,  Thurston 
M  (.Henry,  Mable 
Maciiee,  Thirstel 
Oliver.  Estelle 
Pratt,  Carl 
Ror.ERS.  Bessie 
St.  Clair,  Irma 
Sloan*,  Homer 
Temple,  Gladys 
Wallace,  Russie 
West,  Lee 
Wood,  James 


MOTTO :     Excelsior. 
COLORS:     Green  and  Gold. 
FLOWER:     Marechal  Niel. 
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Senior  Prep  Department 

Sepiember  23,  1916,  the  doors  of  the  schoolhouse  were  thrown  open 
to  the  children  of  Broken  Bow  and  a  crowd  of  us  gathered  in  a  second- 
story  room  to  begin  the  eighth  grade  work.  After  some  difficulty  we 
secured  a  regular  teacher  and  settled  down  to  our  tasks. 

We  have  a  good  literary  society  and  an  unusually  good  quartette, 
and  we  think  we  are  equal  to,  if  not  above,  the  average  eighth  grade.  Our 
officers  are  a  credit  to  our  class  and  our  colors  are  beautiful  and  appro- 
priate. 

In  the  beginning  there  were  about  forty-five  students  in  our  grade, 
but  after  the  mid-term  exams  some  were  demoted ;  so  we  now  number 
about  thirty-five.  We  look  forward  to  being  Freshmen  next  year  and 
sincerely  hope  to  be  an  improvement  over  the  average  Freshman  class. 

When  we  have  finished  our  work  for  the  day  we  put  aside  our  books 
and  listen  to  amusing  tales  and  jokes  told  by  the  "class  monkey,"  Jim 
Woods,  commonly  called  "Curley."  During  the  term  it  became  necessary 
for  his  desk  to  be  moved — a  circumstance  which  almost  broke  his  heart, 
however,  he  seems  to  have  become  reconciled  at  last. 

We  could  not  have  a  better  teacher  than  we  now  have.  I  think  every 
one  will  profit  by  her  instruction  and  help  so  that  we  will  all  be  high 
school  pupils  next  year. 
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Junior  Preparatory 

Class  Officers 

EVALYN  STAFFORD,  President 

CALVIS  MOORE,  Vice  President 

BEN  BASSHAM,  Secretary 

WILLIAM  SHORT,  Treasurer 

MOTTO :     Not  how  much,  but  how  well. 

COLORS :    Blue  and  Gold. 

FLOWER:     Pansy. 
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Class  Roll 


Al.MOXI),    UyRD 

Bassham,  Ben 
Bassham,  Ruth 
Bo  yd,  Lois 
Brummett,  Pat 
Chastain,  Jewell 
Couch,  Vonia 
Doggett,  Kenneth 
Dougen,  Irene 
Farmer,  Mildred 
Graham,  Joe 
Hack  worth.  Ruby 
Hayes,  Beauford 
Hazelwood,  Alec 
Hixson, Irene 
Hulon,  Lillie 
Jones,  Edith 
McAleer,  Sadie 
Matthews,  Dave 


Mayo,  Clarence 

MtK)RE,    CALVIS 

Moore,  Hazel 
Morren,  May 
Myers,  Mittie 
Padgett,  Viola 
Paulk,  Cecil 
Riggs,  Thelma 
Shi  pp.  Leon 
Short,  William 
Skelton,  Carrie 
Stafford,  Ada 
Stafford,  Evalyn 
Stevens,  Fred 
Truesdell,  Jewel 
Walker,  Harris 
Webb,  Ellis 
Winch  ell,  Owen 
Wood,  Leona 
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Junior  Prep  Department 

Departing  from  the  time  honored  class  work, 
the  Junior  Preparatory  Department  or  "Faithful 
Workers,"  have  entered  a  field  comparatively 
new  in  public  instruction,  that  of  individual  study 
under  direction  of  the.  instructor.  While  at  this 
early  stage  it  is  impossible  to  determine  the  result 
of  such  individual  effort  as  put  forth,  the  indus- 
trious pupils  hail  with  pleasure  the  opportunity 
to  "get  on."  The  novelty  of  it  has  appealed  to 
some,  but  novelty  in  itself  is  no  recommendation ; 
only  the  strengthening  of  character  and  a  greater 
mental  perception  of  the  practical  are  most  essen- 
tial. They  work  in  a  spirit  of  joy  and  enthusiasm, 
and  each  individual,  is  creating  for  himself  a  stan- 
dard of  work  whiclTgives  promise  of  being  suited 
to  his  requirements  in  life.  In  short,  the  greatest 
advantage  is  in  saving  time  for  ambitious  students 
and  in  an  opportunity  for  self  discovery. 
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Jones  was  good  at  running 
interference  and  was  the 
brains  of  the  team.  (This  is 
not  so. — Ed.-in-Ch.) 


KEMP 

Right  Half 

When  it  comes  to  receiving 

passes,  tackling  and  applying 

pig-skin  wisdom  in  real  tests, 

we  look  for  Kemp. 
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MOORE 

Left  Half  and  Fullback. 

"Cort"  was  the  best  man  on  the  team— he 
was  the  hardest  hitter,  the  best  ground-gainer 
and  the  surest  tackier. 


BAKER 
Left  Guard 

This  is  Baker's  first  year,  but  he  played 
game  like  an  "old-header." 


THORP 

Right  Tackle 

Thorpe  was  the  steadiest  and  coolest  man  on 
the  team,  and  was  as  firm  as  the  Rock  of  Gib- 
raltar. 


LAMBERT 
Center 

Hunter,  altho  from  the  ranks  of  the  Fresh- 
men, worked  in  the  team  like  a  cog  in  a  wheel. 


CLARK 

Left  End 

"Chubby"  was  the  smallest  man  on  the  team, 
but  what  he  lacks  in  weight  he  makes  up  in 
grit. 


SHORT 
End  and  Half 

This  is  "Lanky's"  last  year  on  the  squad.   He 
played  good  football  when  he  only  half  tried. 
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WAITE 

Center 

Waite  only  played  one  game  at  this  po 
but  lie  showed  what  he  was  made  of. 


RIGGS 
Left  Tackle 

Fatty's  initial  year.  When  Fatty  after  'em  h< 
generally  gut  'em.  He  played  a  game  at  ful 
and  promises  to  be  a  star  at  this  post  next  year 


FREEMAN 
Sub 

The  only  reason  why  "Krook"  was  sub  was 
on  account  of  bis  sprained  ankle. 


GREEN 
Sub 

"Babe"  another  first-year  recruit,  looks  good 
for  a  line  plunger,  and  if  given  a  chance  next 
year  he  will  make  good. 


COATES 

Center  and  Half 

Charles  was  switched  about  from  place  to 
place,  but  finally  found  his  position  at  center, 
where  he  played  real  footba'l. 


PRESSON 

Right  End 

Gus  played   a  consistent  game  and   handled 
passes  in  grand  style. 
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Music  has  been  called  the  Flower  of  History. 
Music,  as  a  means  of  self-expression,  is  familiar 
to  us  all.  It  is  a  channel  thru  which  flows  our 
most  intimate  thoughts,  our  deepest  and  most  per- 
sonal emotions.  Romain  Rolland  said:  "Music, 
altho  it  may  be  an  individual  art,  is  also  a  social 
art;  it  may  be  the  offspring  of  meditiation  and 
sorrow,  but  it  may  also  be  that  of  joy  and  even 
frivolity.  It  accomodates  itself  to  the  characters 
of  all  people  and  all  times."  Thus  we  see  it  is  the 
song  of  centuries  as  well  as  the  Flower  of  His- 
tory ;  its  growth  pushes  upward  from  the  griefs  as 
well  as  from  the  joys  of  humanity. 

The  Department  of  Music  in  the  Broken  Bow 
High  School,  altho  in  its  infancy,  is  doing  good 
work.  Each  and  every  pupil  is  doing  his  or  her 
part  to  make  this  department  the  best  of  any  in 
the  county. 

Miss  Runyan. 
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High  School  Quartet 


OTIS  JONES       BERNTCE  NISBETT    GUS  PRESSONf    N'AN'NIE  HOLCOMBE 
Senior  Prep  Quartet 


MAuix  iviLrtCN RY 

JIM   COST1LOW  ESTHER  HARRIS 

FLORA  DORSEY. 
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Advertisements 

Thru  the  kind  and  generous  patronage  of 
'  Broken  Bow's  business  people,  it  has  been  possible 
to  publish  this  year-book,  and  we  hope  that  the 
school  and  those  interested  in  its  welfare  will 
show  their  appreciation  with  a  hearty  support  to- 
ward every  advertiser. 

The  Staff. 
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The  Quality  Store 

DRY  GOODS,  CLOTHING  AND  READY-TO-WEAR  GOODS 
A  SPECIALTY. 

EVERYTHING  THAT  IS  GOOD  TO  EAT  IS  FOUND  IN  OUR 
GROCERY  DEPARTMENT. 

Scroggins  Mercantile  Company 

Phone  No.  69  Broken  Bow,  Oklahoma. 


Leaders— 

FOR  UP-TO-DATE  DRY  GOODS,  LADIES  AND  GENTS  FUR- 
NISHINGS; STAPLE  AND  FANCY  GROCERIES. 

Costilow  &  Scott,  Props. 

Phone  No.  15 

W.  A.  Robinson 

STAPLE  AND  FANCY  GROCERIES. 

Free  Delivery. 

Phone  No.  4  Broken  Bow,  Oklahoma 
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T. 

Harrison 's 

Furniture 

and  Racket  Store 

"Everybody  should  be 

my  customer." 

Day  Phone  54 

Night  Phone  92 

Day  and  Night  Service  for  Coffins  and  Caskets 

High  School  Calendar 


September 


18th  Enrollment  begins. 

18th  Faculty  introduced  to  the  high  school. 

20th  Coach  Rogers  calls  for  the  football  squad. 

21st  Mrs.  Paden  introduces  Freshmen  to  Latin. 

22d  Football  boys  go  out  for  first  practice. 

25th  Prof.  Parrick  and  Mrs.  Paden  take  stock  of  Senior  credits. 

26th  Otis  is  caught  talking  to  one  of  the  teachers  on  the  steps. 

27th  Senior  Class  meets  nd  elects  officers.  Oakley  Thorp,  President;  Charles  Coates, 

Vice  President;  Dillie  Heald,  Secretary;  Bernice  Nisbett,  Treasurer. 

28th  Fatty  Riggs  is  told  to  stay  off  the  steps  by  one  of  the  teachers. 

29th  Percy  and  Wesley  are  called  on  the  carpet. 


The  Broken  Bow  Lumber 
Yard 

HANDLES  CEMENT,  BRICK  AND  ALL  KINDS  OF 
BUILDING  MATERIAL 

OUR  MOTTO :  Quality  and  Service 
E.  L.  AMIS,  Manager 

Phone  No.  79 


K.  C.  Bakery 

We  handle  a  full  line  of  Loose- 
Wiles  Candies. 


Our   Motto:    Quality,   Quantity  and 
Service. 


Phone  No.  105 
C.  H.  HANSMAN,  Prop. 


The  Dell  Hotel 

gives  its  time  and  attention  to  its 
callers. 


"We  strive  to   please  the    Public." 


G.  W.  JOHNSON,  Prop. 
Phone  No.  99. 
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"Union  Shop" 

All  work  guaranteed  to  be  first 
class. 

Shop 

LEE  BROS.,  Props. 
Phone  No.  123. 


New  State  Hotel 

Rates— $5-$6   Per  Week. 

Meals — 35c;   Beds — 50c. 

"We  Try  To  Please" 

Phone  No.  152 

Mrs.  Z.  Sturat,  Prop. 


October 


1st  Meeting  of  the  football  boys. 

2d  Senior  Class  meets  and  elects  Editor  for  the  annual. 

3d  Election  of  football  officers. 

5th  Defeated  by  Fort  Towson  (they  say)  51  to  0.    "Hitch  your  wagon  to  a  star.' 

8th  Freshmen  elect  officers. 

9th  Juniors  meet  and  elect  officers. 

10th  Otis  makes  love  to  teacher  in  Botany  class. 

11th  Senior  Class  meets. 

15th  Monthly  tests  begin. 

16th  Senior  Class  chooses  motto,  colors  and  flower. 

17th  Faculty  goes  to  Idabel  for  County  Teachers'  Meeting. 

18th  They  still  stay  away.    Hurrah! 

21st  Sam  tries  to  make  love  to  little  Hello  Girl. 

23d  Girls  start  to  practicing  basketball. 

24th  Percy  gets  zero  in  Botany  for  sleeping.  A 

25th  Lecture  by  Supt.  Parrick.  D 

30th  We  are  going  to  look  for  Spooks  tomorrow  night.  ~ 

31st  Still  looking. 


W.    S.  PADEN,  Atty-at-Law 

Office  in  First  National  Bank  Building 

Office  Phone  101. 


Telephone  135 

BROKEN  BOW  LIGHT  AND  POWER  COMPANY 

For  all  kinds  of 

Electrical  Supplies 

Let  us  wire  your  home  at  a  moderate  cost. 

DO  IT  ELECTRICALLY. 


Uf 
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SherrilVs  Pharmacy 

Second   Door  West  of  Post  Office 

DRUGS  AND  DRUGGISTS'  SUNDRIES 
SCHOOL  BOOKS  AND  SUPPLIES 

PRESCRIPTIONS  ACCURATELY  COMPOUNDED 

Phone  No.  20 

Broken  Bow,  Oklahoma 
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November 


1st  Day  after  Hallowe'en,  everybody  sleepy. 

2d  Thomas  Clark  enters  school. 

3d  Football  game  with  Valliant;  6  to  6. 

6th  Everyone  still  feeling  sore  over  the  game. 

7th  Debating  team  is  organized. 

8th  Expression  class  is  organized. 

9th  Practicing  football. 

10th  Another  game  with  Valliant;  24  to  6  in  their  favor.    Will  we  ever  win  one? 

14th  Professor  gives  interesting  talk  in  chapel. 

15th  Great  discussion  in  Botany  class  regarding  garlic. 

16th  Miss  Peach  quits  high  school  and  begins  teaching  grades. 

17th  Great  celebration  by  Seniors. 

20th  Otis  is  caught  flirting  with  central. 

21st  Juniors  begin  to  sport  their  class  pins. 

22d  Prof,  gets  bunch  on  carpet  for  smoking. 

24th  Mrs.  Paden  makes  interesting  talk  in  chapel. 

27th  Albert  Coulson  returns  from  the  Oklahoma  University. 

28th  Valliant  defeats  us  again;  13  to  6;  a  good  game. 

29th  The  day  before  Thanksgiving  and  every  one  is  good. 


Garage— 


FORD  SERVICE  STATION,  FORD  PARTS  CARRIED  IN 

STOCK.     EXPERIENCED  WORKMEN. 

Free  Air 

GASOLINE  6?  OIL  STATION 

F.  W.  TEMPLE,  Prop.  Broken  Bow,  Oklahoma 


If  you  want  some  good  work  and  at  moderate  prices,  call  on 

Lindsay  the  Photographer 

"The  photos  in  this  Annual  are  by  him." 


Pure  Food  Grocery 

FOR  PURE  FRESH  GROCERIES 
Phone  Number  60  Main  Street 

Bassham  &  Thomason,  Props. 

Broken  Bow.  Oklahoma. 
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CLEANING  —  DYEING  —  ALTERING  —  REPAIRING 

Fair  Pantitorium 

Steam  Pressing 

CHARLES  M.  FAIR,  Prop. 

Phone  No.  71  Broken  Bow,  Oklahoma 


Broken  Bow 

Dry  Goods  Company 

DRY  GOODS,  MILLINERY  AND  LADIES  READY-TO-WEAR 

Right  quality  and  style  at  prices  that  are  not  undersold. 
J.  W.  CALL,  Sr.,  Prop. 

Phone  No.  162 


December 


4th  Begin  selling  Riley  pins. 

5th  Organize  Athletic  Association:  Sam  O'Neal,  President;  Bess  Wallace,  Vice  Presi- 
dent; Otis  Jones,  Secretary  and  Treasurer. 

6th  Get  the  first  Edison. 

7th  Begin  practicing  basketball. 

8th  Literary  program. 

11th  Lyceum  number. 

12th  Freshmen  give  a  sock  social  at  chapel. 

13th  Edgar  Baker  receives  the  prize  for  selling  the  most  Rtley  pins. 

15th  Prof,  gets  the  boys  for  smoking. 

18th  Talk  by  the  Methodist  minister. 

19th  Seniors  give  candy  sale. 

20th  Otis  and  Sam's  girl  goes  back  to  dear  old  Arkansas. 

21st  A  cold  spell  comes  and  every  one  is  cold. 

22d  Great  Christmas  feast  in  High  School. 

23d  Vacation  until  January  2d. 
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O.  Hammonds,  .M.   D.,  Supt.  Choctaw  I.br.  Co.,  Ownei 

tlroken    Mow    Hospital 

Broken  Bow  Hospital 


roken   Bow,  Okla. 


Modern  and  Up-To-Date  in  every  respect,  including  Laboratory, 
X-Ray  and  other  Electrical  Apparatus. 

Built  primarily  for  company  employes,  but  open  to  every-one 
needing  Hospital  Treatment  and  all  ethical  physicians. 


DOMESTICE  SCIENCE 
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Dr.  G.  5.  HINES,  Dentist 

Office  in  First  National  Bank  Building. 
Office  Phone  148. 


B.  F.  Baker 

Dealer  in 

Fresh  and  Cured  Meats 
Free  Delivery 

Phone  17. 


Armstrong 
Drug  Co. 

Phone  Number  22 


Here  is  the  place  for  your  drinks 
and  candies. 


Prescriptions  Accurately 
Compounded/ 


W.   P.  ARMSTRONG,   Prop. 


The.  Grand  Leader  Store 

We  always  carry  a  full  line  of  the  latest  and  most  up-to-date 
Apparel. 


H.  SOBOL,  Prop. 


Phone  No.  40 


Dorsey  's  Drug 
Store 

We  invite  everybody  to  call  here 
for  their  drinks  and  drugs. 

We  like  your  company. 
Cor.  Main  and  First  Sts. 
J.   E.  DORSEY,  Prop.,  Phone  28 


The  American 

The  most  up-to-date  restaurant  in 
the  city. 

BILLY  MORGAN  &  SON,  Props. 
y 

Phone  No.  66. 


The  First  National  Bank 

Broken  Bow 

Capital  and  Surplus  $30,000.00 

We  are  members  of  the  Federal  Reserve  Banking  system, 
the  best  Banking  system  on  Earth. 

J.  W.  COSTILOW,  President  ASA  PONDER,  Cashier 

J.  W.  METCALFE,  Assistant  Cashier. 
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January 


2d       New  year  begins;  everyone  makes  resolutions  to  study  hard. 

3d       Prof,  gets  Percy  and  Wesley  for  displaying  that  harsh,  uncouth,  uncivilized,  and 
barbarous  laugh  of  theirs. 

4th     Percy  has  Arkansas  on  his  brain. 

5th     Decide  to  name  the  annual  "The  Scout." 

8th     Have  new  teacher  in  high  school  department— Prof.  McCullough. 

9th     Boys  pull  hats,  balls  and  gloves  out  of  the  attic  for  a  little  baseball  practice. 
10th     Ancient  history  test. 

11th     Everybody  prepares  for  first  semester  exams. 
12th     School  Board  visits  us. 

13th     Prof.  McCulough  gives  interesting  talk  in  chapel. 
16th    The  last  week  before  exams. 
18th     Everyone  hangs  around  the  radiators. 
19th     Another  literary  program.     Many  visitors  present. 
20th     Everyone  carries  his  books  home  for  his  last  chance  to  review  before  the  fatal 

day  arrives. 
23d       The  first  exam  is  Latin. 

24th     We  see  nothing  before  us  but  oblivion,  as  they  all  get  harder. 
25th     Our  hopes  soar  heavenly  once  more,  as  the  instructors  tell  us  that  no  one  has 

flunked  so  far.    But,  oh,  the  rest  of  the  week! 
27th     They  are  all  over;  we  did  not  flunk;  thank  our  stars. 
29th     The  new  semester  has  begun  and  everyone  resolves  not  to  have  to  take  the  next 

semester  exams. 
30th    Everyone  goes  to  chapel  to  hear  Prof.  Parrick  tell  how  strict  the  faculty  is  going 

to  be  during  this  semester. 
31st     The  idea  of  having  an  orchestra  for  the  school  is  dropped. 


Dr.  C.  R.  McDonald 

Physician  and  Surgeon 


Office   in   First  National   Bank  Building 


Phone   No.  58 


Charles  Wesley  Hotel 

Strictly  a  Commercial  Hotel 

A  House  with  many  satisfied  customers  and  a  place  where  you  will  be  made 
to  feel  at  home. 

MISS  DAISY  WOOD,  Proprietress. 

Phone  No.  75 
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The  Famous  Store 

Carries  the  best  line  of  Dry  Goods  for  less  money. 


F.  YA  WITZ,  Prop. 

Phone   No.  121 


February 


1st     Riley  Program  is  given  at  the  Literary  Society. 
2d       New  officers  are  elected  for  the  Parrick  Literary  Society. 

oth     Have  meeting  of  debating  team. 

6th     Scout  staff  elected. 

7th     Heated  discussions  between  the  Juniors  and  Seniors  regarding  the  publishing  of 
the  Scout. 

8th     Literary  Society  meets — real  good  program. 
13th     Beauty  page  contest.     Great  excitement. 
16th     Final  fifth  beauty— Bernice. 
19th     Work  is  moving  along  fine  and  dandy. 
20th     Bernice's  father  is  here  and  she  is  out  of  school. 
25th     Some  of  the  Seniors  went  out  to  the  dam  to  get  some  dam  pictures. 
28th     That  long-looked-for  Junior-Senior  picnic  comes  off.     Everybody  had  a  fine  time 
even  if  it  did  rain. 


March 


1st     Too  much  picnic.     The  Result:     Some  are  sick. 
5th     Mrs.  Paden  is  ill. 

8th     Seniors  discuss  cap  and  gown  question,  also  schedule  and  program  of  Commence- 
ment  Week. 
9th     Mr,   Ware,  National  Anti-Saloon  League  representative,  gives  us  a  fine  talk  in 

Chapel. 
12th     Dillie  goes  to  Ward  Building  as  a  substitute. 
16th     Botany  class  takes  a  field  trip. 

17th     Mr.  McCullough  goes  to  Oklahoma  City  for  a  week's  visit. 

20th     Our  love  for  the  square  on  the  hypotenuse  is  equal  to  loss  of  sleep  and  conspic- 
uous gray  hairs. 
21st     Spring  is  on  us.     Spring  fever  is  telling  its  story. 
22d       Senior  class  honors  are  awarded. 
23d       Oakley  is  still  tanked  up    (on   Crazy  Water,  however)    down  at  Mineral  Wells, 

Texas. 
26th     Contract  is  made  for  cuts  for  the  Scout. 
27th     Considering  the  wind— March  is  still  in  full  swing. 
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April 

1st     April  fool. 

2d      We  came  to  school  and  found  the  corner  of  the  SE  portion  of  our  building  gone. 
Some  breeze. 

3d      Pictures  made  of  most  everybody  in  school. 

4th    The  war  clouds  are  brewing. 

5th     Patriotism  .is  rising  daily. 

6th     All  the  school  holding  their  breath  for  the  eventful  decision  of  Congress. 

9th     Special  assembly  called  in  chapel  to  read  President  Wilson's  address  to  Congress. 
Rousing  speeches  made  by  teachers  and  students.     Patriotism  runs  sky  high. 
10th     Bro.  Byers  addresses  the  student  body. 

13th     Rev.  Blackburn  gives  us  a  patriotic  talk.     Juniors  have  an  ice-cream  sale. 
16th     Everybody  is  talking  about  Mr.  Reedy's  address  given  at  the  Methodist  Church 

Sunday. 
17th    Practice  for  May-Day  Festival  in  full  swing. 
19th     The  Staff  is  bending  every  effort  possible  for  the  completion  of  the  Scout. 


Finis 
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DEDICATION 


Our  friend,  adviser,   teacher  dear, 

To  you  we  dedicate _ 
This  annual  of  our  Senior  year,_ 

And  thus  a  token  make 
To  show  that  all  your  work  for  us. 

Finds  recognition  true. 
And  so  we  leave  our  annual  thus, 

As   tribute,   fit,    to   you. 

May  life  bring  only  joy  for  you 
And  when  you  see  this   book 

Think  sometimes  of  your  j>uj>ils  true, 
And  thru  its  j>ages  look 

And  muse  awhile  for  old  time's  sake, 
Tho  far  away  you  go, 

On  the  1918  Senior  Class 
In  the  school  of  Broken  Bow. 


■X 


■:i 


SCHOOL  BOARD 


G.    W.    HARRIS 


'Genius  is  the  ability  to  labc 
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FACULTY 


MISS    FAYE    SCOTT 


MRS.    GLADDIE    GOODE 


MISS    RUTH     SCOTT 


MISS     MIRIAM     CRENSHAW  MR.    J.    J.    LINDSAY 

"The  j>rice  of  wisdom  is  above  rubies." 
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/ARD    SCHOOL    BUILDING 


'Let  knowledge  grow  from    more    to   more. 
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WARD    SCHOOL    BUILDING 
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Ester  Stevens :    "Red. 


BoUie  Ell 


ed8-e:    "Doll. 


Class  of  1918 

Ryan  Crenshaw 
Dollie  Ellige 

Dixie  Ellige 
Ray  Green 
Nan  Holcomb 
Laura  Roberts 
Wilder  Waite 
Flora  Wright 


Ray  Green:    "Sheeny. 


, Dixie  Elledge:    "Dick. 


Nannie  Holeombe  :    "Madame  Butterfly."  $*■ 


Laura  Roberts:    "Baby." 


Ryan  Crenshaw:   "Rube. 


Flora  Wright:    "Grandma.' 
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Ester  Stevens :   "Red." 

"What  is  ambition?   Tis  a  glorious  cheat!" 

A  person  fond  of  outdoor  sports  is  Ester.  She  is  never  so  happy 
as  when  planning  a  picnic  or  a  party.  She  is  Literary  Editor  of  the 
Scout.  Her  love  for  the  "square  on  the  hypotenuse"  equals  the  loss 
of  sleep  and  conspicuous  gray  hairs.  She  is  another  member  of  the 
Author's  Literary  Society. 


Ray  Green :    "Sheeny/' 

"No  one  can  take  a  great  man's  place." 

Behold  our  class  critic.  He  is  Business  Manager  of -the  Scout.  He 
is  a  member  of  the  Wilsonian  Debating  Club.  He  is  quite  a  Latin 
student.  His  fame  began  when  his  wonderful  ability  as  a  song  com- 
poser was  discovered. 


"A    man   that  hath 


in   hi 


ever  envie 
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Dollie  Elledge:    "Doll." 

"The  most  natural  beauty  in  the  world  is  beauty  in 
honesty  and  moral  truth" 
"Doll"  is  loved  by  all  her  classmates.  She  is  noted  for  her  wit 
and  those  A-plus  grades.  She  is  fond  of  Vergil  and  Expression  and 
she  expects  to  become  a  great  orator  some  day(?).  Doll  is  Secretary 
of  the  Senior  Class  and  the  Assistant  Editor-in-Chief  of  the  Scout.  She 
is  also  Secretary  of  the  Author's  Literary  Society. 


Dixie  Elledge:    "Dick." 

"The  very  flowers  that  bend  and  meet 
In  sweetness  others  grow  more  sweet." 
"Dick"  is  our  Class  Treasurer,  Humorous  Editor,  and  Editor-in- 
Chief  of  the  Scout.  She  wrote  the  Class  Will.  She  was  never  knowi 
to  give  up  until  she  had  accomplished  what  she  desired.  She  is  "some' 
Latin  student,  never  making  less  than  ninety  per  cent  during  her  en 
tire  High  School  course.  Dixie  is  Treasurer  of  the  Author's  Literar\ 
Society. 

"True   worth   is  in   being   not  seeming." 


Nannie  Holcombe:    "Madame  Butterfly." 
"Tell  me  not  in  mournful  numbers 
Life  is  but  an  empty  dream" 
Nan  is  a  very  merry  little  girl.    She  is  happiest  while  reciting  ex- 
pression (?)    She  is  Class  President,  and  belongs  to  the  Girl's  Basket 
Ball  Team,  the  High  School  Quartet,  wrote  the  Class  Poem  and  is 
President  of  the  Author's  Literary  Society. 


Laura  Roberts:    "Baby." 

"Smiles  are  the  flowers  of  God's  goodness." 

Laura  is  the  dearest  little  girl  in  the  world.    She  is  ever  ready  to 
help  some  one,  and  always  has  a  smile  for  everybody-    She  belongs  to1 
the  Author's  Literary  Society,  is  Assistant  Business  Manager  of  the 
Scout,  and  is  keeping  the  High  School  Calendar.    She  wrote  the  class 
descriptions. 
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Flora  Wright:    "Grandma. " 

"I  am  a  part  of  all  I  have  met." 

Flora  is  Art  Editor  of  the  Scout.  She  belongs  to  the  Author's 
Literary  Society.  She  has  no  great  number  of  faults,  if  any.  She  is 
noted  for  her  domestic  science  work  altho  her  native  state  is  Texas, 
she  is  very  fond  of  Kentucky.    She  wrote  the  Class  History. 


Ryan  Crenshaw:   "Rube." 

"A  little  nonsense  now  and  then,  is  relished  by  the 
wisest  men."  , 

Ryan  is  Vice-President  of  the  Senior  Class.  Altho  a  "faculty 
kid,"  he  finds  plenty  to  do  to  keep  him  busy,  especially  in  Plane  Geo- 
metry. He  is  fond  of  hunting  and  telling  funny  jokes.  He  belongs  to 
the  Wilsonian  Debating  Club,  and  is  quite  a  debater. 


A  TRUE  INCIDENT 


Oh,  shall  we  ever  forget  that  trip?  No  indeed!  It  will  always  re- 
main green  and  fresh  in  our  memory. 

Twas  upon  a  warm  sunshiny  March  afternoon  that  this  (what'll 
I  call  it?)  occurred. 

The  Botany  class  (boys,  every  last  one  of  'em)  very  kindly  in- 
vited the  girls  to  accompany  them  on  a  hike,  and,  as  Mrs-  Paden 
pressed  the  invitation  we  did  not  like  to  refuse  them  the  honor.  For 
we  are  very  obliging,  especially  when  the  preference  hangs  between 
Geometry  and  the  budding  forest.    So  we  accompanied  them. 

Off  we  went,  across  field  and  dale,  logs  and  fences,  with  an  occas- 
ional pull  of  a  hill  that  was  almost  a  young  mountain,  until  at  last, 
tired  and  loaded  with  all  sorts  of  specimens,  we  reached  the  beautiful 
Yanuba.  There  upon  its  banks  we  seated  ourselves  to  study  our  speci- 
mens. 

'Ere  long  some  one  rising  from  among  the  leaves,  branches,  rocks, 
spiders,  lizzards  and  a  thousand  more  or  less  other  things,  looking 
around  over  the  crowd,  noticed  that  Wilder,  one  of  our  number,  had 
disappeared.  Wild  were  our  ejaculations  when  this  fact  was  made 
known  to  us.  Whatever  had  become  of  him?  Just  a  few  minutes  be- 
fore he  had  sat  there  among  us,  apparently  very  much  interested  in 
the  study  of  a  butterfly's  heart.  But  so  great  had  been  our  interest 
that  we  did  not  know  but  that  he  was  still  there  in  our  midst. 

With  our  fears  and  excitement  growing  higher  and  higher  each 
minute,  we  began  a  systematic  search  for  him.  Some  climbed  trees, 
the  highest  points  of  observation,  to  see  if  he  had  wondered  off"  chas- 
ing butterflies.  Others  sounded  the  depths  of  the  creek  to  see  if  he  had 
fallen  therein ;  while  others  looked  from  tree  to  tree,  under  rocks  and 
brush  piles,  with  a  constant  shout  of  the  lost  one's  name.  Another 
thrill  ran  thru  the,  crowd  when  it  was  discovered  that  Black  Joe 
our  faithful  Class  Dog,  was  also  missing.  Great  indeed  was  our  excite- 
ment, but  still  the  search  continued. 

Suddenly  our  search  was  arrested  and  everybody  stopped  right 
where  he  was  standing  flinging  a  protective  hand  over  his  nose.  Was 
there  ever  such  an  odor?  Surely  the  German's  poisonous  gas  had  not 
found  its  way  to  our  peaceful  little  district!   But  indeed,  so  it  seemed. 

Can  you  imagine  our  wonder  when  directly  from  the  direction 
whence  came  the  wind,  appeared  Wilder  and  Black  Joe,  lost  ones — 
what  on  earth  was  that  object?  It  was  a  black  kitty,  so  we  found  out 
later,  with  a  broad  white  strip  down  its  back-  But  let  me  tell  you  there 
was  not  a  member  of  that  party  ready  to  stop  and  examine  it,  for  the 
nearer  you  got  to  it,  the  sicker  you  became.  So  we  moved,  as  fast  as 
our  feet  could  follow  our  heads  toward  home. 

But  Wilder  and  Black  Joe  were  not  willing  for  us  to  leave  them 
very  far  behind,  and  as  both  are  good  travellers,  they  were  soon  in 
the  lead,  and  very  unfortunate  for  us,  in  the  same  direction  of  the 
breeze. 

Gradually  we  dropped  back,  but  .that  loathsome' odor  seemed1  to 
envelope  us  like  a  winding  sheet.  Sicker  and  sicker  we  grew,  until 
at  last  Wilder  withdrew,  carrying  along  with  him  Black  Joe  and  their 
catch— THE  SKUNK. 

"Tantaene   Aninis   Cael estil eus  Irae? 


"THE  SKUNK." 

Once  uj>on  an  evening  balmy, 

While  the  sun  was  shining  warmly 

Over  hills  and  valleys  green; 

Suddenly  the  air  was  tainted 

And  at  once  we  almost  fainted 

When  the  object  of  the  odor  we  had  seen 

Far  out  there,  in  front  stood  Wilder 

And  at  no  time  seemed  milder 

As  we  gazed  u£on  the  thing. 

For  a  skunk  it  proved  itself 

With  a  white  and  sable  £elf, 

And  such  an  odor  it  did  'fling! 

Such  a  scent  as  to  us  came 

Seemed  to  us  to  have  no  name. 

As  we  inhaled  the  obnoxious  smell 

Turned  we  then  as  sick,  oh  well — 

As  we  drew  each  separate  breath, 

And  how  we  suffered  no  tongue  can  tell! 


"Meanwhile  the  cats  set  uf>  a  squall  and  safe  ufion  the  garden  wall  all 
ight  went  cat-a-w ailing." 


+  1 


CLASS  HISTORY 

It  was  in  the  year  of  1914,  at  that  particular  season  when  all  the 
world  begins  to  take  on  a  golden  tint,  that  we  assembled  at  the  High 
School  to  take  up  our  duties  as  Freshman  Class  for  the  ensuing  year. 
Atho  we  rceeived  many  jeers  for  being  "Freshies,"  we  labored 
with  untiring  efforts,  for  we  then  realized  that  "Honor  lies  in  honest 
toil."  Thru  the  kindness  shown  us  by  our  two  instructors,  Prof. 
E.  C.  Grubbs  and  Mrs.  Paden,  our  work  was  a  pleasure  to  us  rather 
than  a  task.  We  will  admit  we  had  a  few  short-comings,  as  all  Fresh- 
men do.  But  by  the  close  of  the  term  we  had  proved  that  we  were  in 
the  race  to  win,  for  every  one  made  a  standing  of  ninety  and  was  ex- 
empt from  the  exams. 

Those  of  the  class  then  present  were  Dixie  and  Dollie  Elledge, 
Nannie  Holcombe,  Laura  Roberts,  Ester  Stevens,  and  Flora  Wright. 

Dixie,  who  does  not  love  the  name  of  Dixie?  True,  she  is  the 
genius  of'  the  class,  and  is  truly  a  type  of  our  beloved  Southland- 

Dollie,  by  some  might  be  termed  an  "old  maid,"  on  account  of  her 
fondness  for  cats.  She  will  confess  she  is  a  coward  when  cows  are 
around,  but  she  is  ever  ready  to  aid  those  who  are  in  need. 

Nannie,  better  known  as  "Nan"  to  the  class,  can  not  help  being  so 
popular,  and  is  always  rnissed  when  she  is  absent  from  class,  because 
of  her  good  nature  and  jokes. 

Laura,  "our  baby,"  is  petite,  it  is  true.  Altho  small,  she  stands 
high  in  her  class  and  is  loved  by  all  for  her  sunny  disposition. 

Ester,  altho  her  red  hair  might  suggest  ill  temper  has  as  lovable 
a  character  as  my  be  found  any  where. 

Flora,  when  once  you  have  made  her  acquaintance,  you  cannot 
keep  from  loving  her.    She  loves  everybody  and  is  kindness  itself. 

At  the  beginning  of  the  term  of  '15  we  felt  very  much  relieved, 
as  we  had  once  and  for  all  thrown  off  the  yoke  of  "Freshie's."  Now  it 
was  our  turn  to  enjoy  High  School  life.  That  year  there  was  no  new 
pupils  added  to  the  class.  Our  Sophomore  year  was  one  to  be  long  re- 
membered, as  we  enjoyed  various  amusements  and  especially  the  hour 
and  a  half  spent  in  the  drawing  rooms.  Many  a  time  did  the  halls 
echo  with  laughter.  Some  member  standing  guard  would  give  the 
warning  nod  or  word  for  all  jokes  and  pranks  to  cease  as  he  saw  Prof. 
Grubbs  emerging  from  one  of  the  other  drawing  departments.  Then 
were  the  T  squares  and  triangles  used  with  all  diligence  possible. 

During  our  Junior  year  a  new  Superintendent;  Prof-  C.  H.  Parrick 
of  Oklahoma  City,  came  to  take  charge  of  our  school.  There  was  also 
another  instructor  in  the  High  School  department,  Prof.  A.  M.  Mc- 
Cullough.  These  men  were  well  qualified  for  the  positions  they  held, . 
and  soon  won  the  honor  and  esteem  of  the  entire  class.  Our  class  be- 
ing composed  only  of  girls,  we  were  termed,  "The  Pet  Class"  of  the 
Faculty  by  the  other  classes.  That  year  we  became  more  cultured.  We 
worked  with  more  zeal  and  enthusiasm  than  was  ever  before  shown. 
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(Class  History  Continued.) 

We  became  the  most  distinguished  of  the  High  School  in  our  Junior 
year,  because  of  our  business  ability  in  raising  our  "annual  assessment 
and  said  sum"  for  Junior-Senior  banquet. 

This  year,  '17-'18,  two  new  pupils  enrolled  in  the  Senior  Class, 
Ryan  Crenshaw  and  Ray  Green.  Ryan,  whom  we  thought  at  first  to 
be  a  very  backward  young  man,  soon  proved  to  be  as  full  of  life  as  any 
girl  in  the  class. 

Ray  is  a  very  dignified  (?)  Senior  and  a  favorite  of  the  Junior 
girls.    For  him  we  predict  great  things. 

This  year  has  been  well  spent  (by  some)  "for  in  the  bright  lexicon 
of  youth  there  is  no  such  word  as  fail." 

Only  a  few  more  days  until  our  school  life  will  be  over.  The  hour, 
will  be  one  of  joy  and  sorrow,  for  all  the  class  excepting  Ray  and  Ryan 
have  fought  life's  school  battle  together  since  entering  the  seventh 
grade- 
But  I  would  not  turn  time  back  and  live  the  past  again,  "for  the 
way  of  the  youth  lies  in  the  future" ;  yet  it  is  but  natural  to  regret  the 
passage  of  time  which  brings  the  hour  of  parting  and  farewell. 
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CLASS  PROPHECY 


It  was  the  year  of  1922,  May  22nd,  to  be  exact.  On  this  particular 
day  I  happened  to  be  back  in  the  delightful  little  town  of"  Broken  Bow, 
where  I  had  spent  so  many  happy  school  days.  A  friend  of  those  by- 
gone days  and  I  were  strolling  one  evening,  and  eventually  came  upon 
the  old  school  building.  We  stopped  and  began  talking  about  our  school 
days.  The  place  seemed  so  familiar  to  me;  in  fancy  I  saw  the  com- 
panions of  those  days  when  we- were  won't  to  assemble  here.  I  pictured 
myself  once  more  the  midst  of  my  classmates,  scanning  Vergil's 
"Aeneid,"  or  discussing  Ancient  History. 

My  memory  traversed  all  those  school  days.  I  thot  nothing  of 
the  present,  but  was  lost  in  the  irretrievable  past. 

I  do  not  know  how  long  I  stood  there  thinking  of  the  past,  but 
presently  my  thots  were  interrupted  by  my  companion,  and  I  awoke 
to  the  fact  that  none  of  those  people  were  there;  that  this  was  only 
a  dream  of  the  past.  I  realized,  for  the  first  time,  perhaps,  the  full 
import  of  the  little  line :   "All,  all  are  gone,  the  old  familiar  faces." 

Turning  from  the  school  house,  we  continued  our  walk.  We  had 
made  a  tour  of  the  town,  and  were  now  passing  by  the  picture  show. 
The  friend  suggested  that  we  stop  and  see  the  pictures. 

I  did  not  care  anything  about  them,  and  so  I  snid,  but  she  insisted 
so  much  that  I  finally  gave  my  consent. 

We  chose  seats  in  the  middle  tier  and  sat  down  to  watch  the  pic- 
tures. They  showed  so  many  advertisments  that  I  began  to  think  the 
whole  show  was  comprised  of  advertisments  only-  But  in  this  I  was 
mistaken. 

The  first  two  reels  were,  of  course,  filled  with  love  and  danger — 
the  heroine  falling  over  a  steep  bluff  into  the  river,  and  the  hero  just 
arriving  in  time  to  save  her. 

As  a  matter  of  fact,  all  this  was  quite  exciting;  also  quite  inter- 
esting, as  these  so-called  love  scenes  usually  are.  But  I  soon  grew 
tired  of  following  the  exploits  of  the  love-stricken  ones  and  so  signi- 
fied my  willingness  to  get  out  of  the  theater  as  soon  as  possible. 

My  companion  would  not  hear  to  this — no,  she  positively  would 
not  go — the  best  was  yet  to  come,  and  she  intended  to  see  it. 

I  decided  it  was  either  stay  and  see  an  other  reel  of  pictures,  prob- 
ably like  the  first  two,  or  go  home  alone.  Without  any  more  ado,  I 
sat  down  again.  I  was  prepared  to  be  bored,  but  was  brot  out  of 
this  state  upon  reading  the  headline  on  the  screen:  "Happenings  of 
the  Week ;  People  You  Have  Known  and  Their  Doings." 

Well,  this  would  be  a  diversion,  at  least.  I  settled  back  in  my  seat 
with  a  sigh  of  comparative  contentment. 

The  first  picture  was  one  of  the  interior  of  a  magnificient  church. 
It  was  plain  that  money  had  not  been  spared  when  this  church  was 
built.  The  windows  were  beautifully  stained;  the  pews  were  luxuri- 
ously upholstered;  the  few  Biblical  pictures  scattered  here  and  there 
were  elegantly  framed  and  mounted.    All  this  I  took  in  at  a  glance. 

The  church  was  crowded  to  its  doors  and,  strange  to  say,  there 
seemed  to  be  no  restlessness.  Every  one  seemed  to  be  intensely  in- 
terested as  they  kept  their  eyes  on  the  young  minister. 

Presently  I  began  to  study  him  more  closely.  Then  with  a  quick 
gasp,  I  cluthed  my  companion,  crying :' "Why,  it's  Ray,  it's  Ray  Green!" 
Sure  enough  it  was,  for  the  next  instant  we  were  reading :  "Reverend 
Ray  Green,  Pastor  of  the  First  Methodist  Church,  Chicago,  Illinois." 

Quick  as  thot  this  picture  changed,  and  gave  place  to  another 
which  was  of  an  immense  crowd  assembled  in  a  building,  which  though 
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large,  would  hardly  hold  them  all.  The  prominent  figure  was  a  woman, 
who  was  the  only  person  on  the  platform.  Judging  by  the  gestures  she 
seemed  to  be  giving  an  oration,  which  would  have  made  Cicero 
ashamed  of  the  "Manilian  Law."  I  almost  engaged  in  a  prolonged 
shout,  but  contented  myself  with  a  short  intake  of  the  breath,  as  I 
recognized  Flora  Wright,  another  Senior  of  1918.  Then  I  read:  "Miss 
Flora  Wright,  President  of  the  Woman's  Suffrage  League  of  America, 
delivering  one  of  her  famous  speeches  on  Woman  Suffrage."  <" 

The  next  picture  was  of  the  newest  type  of  airplane ;  everything 
was  apparently  in  readiness  for  a  journey;  yes,  the  engine  was  then 
purring  away.  All  that  was  lacking  was  the  aviator.  Then  she  came. 
She  did  not  look  very  big  to  handle  a  machine  like  that,  but  she  got 
into  her  place,  and  was  almost  gone  before  I  awoke  to  the  fact  that  it 
was  my  own  sister  doing  all  this.  To  be  sure  I  knew  Dick  had  a  ma- 
chine of  her  own  and  sometimes  took  rather  flighty  trips,  but  was  not 
prepared  to  see  her  in  motion  pictures.  It  made  me  feel  very  impor- 
tant when  these  words  flashed  on  the  screen:  "Miss  Dixie  Elledge, 
preparing  to  make  another  trip  from  New  York  to  San  Francisco  in 
the  "Grey  Bird,"  her  favorite  machine." 

My  eyes  next  rested  on  a  picture  of  the  interior  of  an  opera  house. 
Every  seat  was  filled ;  excitement  reigned  supreme.  People  turned  this 
way  and  that,  evidently  waiting  expectantly  for  some  one  or  some- 
thing. 

Then  it  was  that  I  knew  for  what  they  had  been  waiting.  A  woman 
had  emerged  from  behind  the  curtains  and  was  now  in  the  center  of 
the  stage.  She  opened  her  lips  as  tho  she  were  singing;  the  people 
sat  entranced.  When  she  had  finished,  people  almost  went  wild  with 
applause.  Now  the  singer  turned  her  face  toward  me,  and  I  could  not 
keep  back  the  little  exclamation:  "Well,  of  all  things!"  When  I  rec- 
ognized Nannie  Holcombe.  One  more  crank  of  that  magic  machine 
and  I  read :  "Miss  Nannie  Holcombe,  the  famous  Soprano  Singer,  sing- 
ing to  one  of  the  largest  audiences  ever  gathered  in  New  York." 

I  did  not  have  time  to  think  aboutNan,  till  another  picture  was 
placed  on  the  screen.  This  time  it  was  of  a  gentleman  sitting  at  his 
desk.  He  was  a  very  competent  looking  man  and  seemed  familiar  to 
me-  Above  the  door  was  the  word  "Private."  There  seemed  to  be  a 
knock  at  the  door,  and  as  the  man  turned  to  receive  the  important 
looking  document,  I  knew  that  it  was  Ryan  Crenshaw,  the  other  boy 
of  the  class  of  '18.  With  a  thrill  of  pleasure,  I  read:  "Ryan  P.  Cren- 
shaw, Secretary  of  War. 

The  next  picture  was  one  depicting  ranch  life.  Afar  off  in  the 
distance  I  saw  a  woman  riding  a  spirited  black  horse.  Nearer  and 
nearer  she  came,  'til  the  features  became  quite  distinct.  And  I  came 
very  near  yelling  with  delight  as  I  recognized  Ester  Stevens.  I  read : 
"Miss  Ester  Stevens,  the  most  important  ranch-woman  of  this  time." 

The  next  picture  was  of  a  woman  so  sweet  of  face  and  so  tiny  of 
form,  that  I  knew  instantly  it  could  be  no  other  than  our  own  Laura. 
In  a  flash  we  read :  "Miss  Laura  Roberts,  the  woman  who  has  done 
more  than  any  other  to  better  the  conditions  of  the  poor  and  to  estab- 
lish schools  in  the  poorer  sections  of  New  York." 

This  was  the  last  picture,  and  the  end  of  the  show,  but  I  was  so 
dazed,  I  did  not  offer  to  leave  my  seat  until  my.  friend  grabbed  my  arm 
and  almost  dragged  me  from  the  place. 

At  first  I  thot  I  had  fallen  asleep  and  dreamed  all  this,  or  else 
my  mind  was  wandering,  but  my  companion  finally  persuaded  me  that 
it  was  all  true.    Thus  I  learned  the  fate  of  my  former  class  mates. 

"He  who  walks  with  the  wise  shall  be  wise. 
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CLASS  WILL 


Town  of  Broken  Bow, 

County  of  McCurtain, 

State  of  Oklahoma, 

Month  of  May,  17th  Day,  t 

Year  of  1918,  A.  D. 

To  those  it  may  concern,  and  the  Broken  Bow  High  School  in 
particular: 

We,  the  Senior  Class  of  1918,  dubbed  "Know-Alls"  by  the  Freshies, 
"Smart  Alecs"  by  the  Sophs,  and  just  plain  Seniors  by  the  Juniors, 
taking  for  granted,  and  without  having  been  examined  and  given  certi- 
ficates by  our  respective  family  doctors,  that  we  are  physically  well 
and  mentally  balanced,  on  the  ground  that  we  are  not,  at  present,  in 
either  a  hospital  and  an  insane  asylum,  here  proclaim  and  file  on  record 
this,  our  last  will  and  testament,  hoping  against  hope,  that  it  will  bring 
joy  and  comfort  to  many  a  weary  traveller  on  the  road  which  we  have 
traversed,  and  declare  all  later  wills  and  likewise  testaments,  null  and 
void- 

I,  Ester  Stevens,  bequeath  to  any  girl  in  the  Junior  Class,  expecting, 
at  an  early  date,  to  captivate  a  man,  my  stock  of  nonsenscial  ideas  on 
"man-training,"  in  order  that,  as  I  do  not  expect  to  have  an  object  on 
wihich  to  practice  for  quiet  awhile  yet,  my  system  may  be  thus  early 
put  into  practice,  and  solve  the  national  problem  of  women- 

I,  Dollie  Elledge,  bequeath  to  any  ambitious  young  man  in  the 
Sophomore  Class,  wishing  to  succeed  in  life,  my  voluble  ability  to  con- 
jugate the  verb  "amo,"  with  all  the  cadences  and  intonations  of  voice 
which  accompany  such  a  magnetic  word. 

I,  Ray  Green,  bequeath  to  any  boy  of  the  Freshman  Class,  my  un- 
paralleled and  excessive  talent  as  a  critic,  together  with  my  marvelous 
ability  as  a  song-composer. 

I,  Laura  Roberts,  bequeath  to  any  Junior  carrying  more  than  four 
subjects,  my  unlimited  amount  of  spare  time,  together  with  my  empty 
thots  and  worthless  ideas. 

I,  Flora  Wright,  bequeath  to  any  Sophomore,  not  only  my  beauti- 
ful and  incomparable  voice  as  a  singer,  but  also  my  art  of  managing 
other  people's  affairs,  with  the  desire  that  he  will  be  as  great  an  adept 
at  the  business  as  I  was. 

I,  Nan  Holcombe,  bequeath  to  any  one  of  the  Freshman  girls,  the 
secret  of  my  wonderful  beauty  of  face  and  personality,  in  the  hope 
that,  in  future  years,  some  one  may  notice  said  young  lady,  and  re- 
mark:   "What  a  Wonderful  personality  she  has!" 

I,  Ryan  Crenshaw,  glady  bequeath  to  any  boy  in  the  Sophomore 
Class,  my  power  as  a  girl-charmer,  and  also  my  unf'athomed  depth  of 
unsounded  learning,  unsounded  because  unreachable,  in  order  that, 
possibly,  some  person  will,  at  some  future  day,  sound  said  learning 
and  I  may  thus  be  able  to  leave  behind  me  "foot-prints  on  the  sands 
of  time." 

I,  Dixie  Elledge,  without  the  sign  of  a  sigh  or  a  backward  glance, 
to  see  if  he  be  grateful,  bequeath  to  any  student  of  the  Broken  Bow 
High  School,  my  said-to-be  unquenchable  thirst  for  arguments  of  any 
kind,  more  especially  on  Woman's  Rights,  and  my  unaccounted  for 
ability  to  be  able  to  beat  Vergil  at  his  own  game,  that  of  poetry  writ- 
ing, hoping,  believing,  trusting,  that  by  these  two  combined  arts,  fame 
will  redound  on  the  giver. 

"The  will  of  man  is  by  reason  swayed." 
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(Class  Will— Continued.) 

In  witness  whereof,  we,  the  Senior  Class  of  1918,  have  to  this, 
our  last  will  and  testament,  consisting  of  two  sheets  of  paper  sub- 
scribed our  names  this  seventeenth  day  of  May,  A.  D.,  1918- 


Witnesses: 


President 


Vice-President 


Secretary 
Treasurer 
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CLASS  POEM 


"FAREWELL." 

Oh  school  of  our  happy  childhood 

True  friends  of  each  youthful  heart, 

In  your  pleasant  halls  we've  labored 
'Til  the  time  has  come  to  depart. 

And  fondly  will  we  remember 

The  friends  who  have  labored  here 

And  joys  that  brightened  our  pathways 
'Till  the  last  of  our  Senior  year. 

But  the  time  has  come  for  our  parting 

New  duties  call  us  away 
So  we  bid  farewell  to  our  comrades, 

And  take  each  his  separate  way. 

In  memory's  shrine  we'll  treasure, 
The  thots  of  these  golden  years, 

The  moments  of  pride  and-  pleasure, 

The  smiles,  the  hopes  *and  the  fears. 

From  time  to  time  in  our  dreaming 
Sweet  thots  of  you  will  come, 

Thots  of  friends,  classmates  and  teachers, 
And  our  dear  old  Broken  Bow  home. 

Farewell  then  school  and  comrades  all; 

And  may  you  ne'er  fare  ill. 
Tho   distant  from  these  pleasant  walls 

In  spirit  we'll  be  with  you  still. 
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'Those  who  think  much  have  little  time  to  sfieak.' 
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Edgar  Baker,  Honors : 

Class  President;  President  Wilsonian  Dc 
bating  Club;  "Popular  Kid." 


Ulo  King,  Honors: 

Class  Vice-President;  Wilsonian  Debating 
Club ;  "Giggler." 


Wilder  Waite,  Honors: 

Class    Editor;    Vice-President;    Wilsonian 
Debating  Club;  Brilliant  Student;  "Yock." 


Eva  McAleer,  Honors: 

Class  Secretary-Treasurer;  Story  Teller's 
League;  Domestic  Science. 


Gerald  Parrick,  Honors: 

Class  Artist;  Debating  Club;  "Cuttyhunk. 


'Think  not  ambition  wise  because  'tis  brave. 
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JEST  FOR  FUN 


Mrs.  Paden:   "What  are  you  studying  in  Algebra  now?" 
Sophomore:    "Stimulaneous  quadratic  equations." 

Sophomore:  "I  wanted  a  half  dozen,  and  he  did  not  have  that 
many,  so  I  wouldn't  have  any." 

Instructor:     "That  sounds  just  like  you." 

Mr.  Lindsay:  "There  is  only  one  song  toward  which  we  should 
show  any  difference ;  namely,  'The  Star  Spangled  Banner.'  " 

Junior:  "I  know  it,  and  yet  some  didn't  like  it  because  I  didn't 
stand  on  'Amercia'  in  chapel  yesterday." 

Senior:  "Humph !  I've  been  standing  on  America  all  my  life.  I've 
never  travelled  abroad." 

The  American  History  Class  was  taking  a  brief  review  over  Eng- 
lish History.    The  following  incident  occurred: 

Instructor:  "What  were  the  qualifications  of  one  who  could  vote 
for  a  member  of  Parliament,  Mr.  Baker?" 

Mr.  Baker:  "Well-er,  he  had  to  have  an  income  of  forty  shillings." 

Uninterested  Student:  "Did  Mr.  Baker  say  he  had  to  have  forty 
children?" 

The  following  is  a  conversation  between  two  debaters  after  a 
heated  debate: 

Ray:   "Say,  did  I  make  a  pint  tonight?" 

Gerald:   "Yes,  I  think  you  made  two  or  three  points." 

Ray:  "Well  say!   What  is  a  pint?" 


'Wit  is  the  salt  of  life,   not  the  food." 
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CLASS  POEM 


"Safe  on  First,"  the  umpire  says, 
The  rooters  yell,  "Now  score!" 
The  team  is  filled  with  earnest  zeal 
To  play  as  ne'er  before. 

Purple  and  white,  the  colors,  fly, 
The  rooters,  true  to  their  trust, 
With  loud  voices  cry,  "Victory  is  Sure!' 
You  can  win  the  game!  You  must!" 

Fierce  and  long  the  game  is  played ; 
It  is  drawing  near  the  close. 
Purple  and  white  will  win  the  fight 
For  the  team,  o'er  all  its  foes. 


3 


The  team  is  the  Junior  Class  of  Broken  Bow, 
The  game  vs-  Knowledge  is  played 
Purple  and  white  are  the  colors, 
Which  by  the  team  are  displayed. 

The  umpire,  who  makes  the  decisions, 
Is  the  Superintendent,  you  see, 
While  the  rooters  are  friends  and  kinsman 
Who  wish  the  team  victory. 

So  yell!   My  comrades  and  kinsman, 
Yell  'till  your  throats  are  sore; 
For  "Safe  on  First,"  the  decision 
Is  followed  by,  "Now  Score !" 


MOTTO:— "Safe  on  First.    Now  Score!" 
COLORS :— Purple  and  White. 
FLOWER:— Purple  Violet. 


'The  important  thing  in  life  is  to  have  a  great  aim. 
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FUNDAMENTALS 

Name 

Food 

Occupation 

Baker,  Edgar 

Salted  Peanuts 

Nothing 

King,  Ulo 

Sweet  Potatoes 

Talking 

McAleer,  Eva 

Gum 

Housekeeping 

Parrick,  Gerald 

Soft  Drinks 

?     ?     ?     ? 

Waite,  Wilder 

Persimmons 

Everything 

Ambition 

Future  Vocation 

To  visit  South  America 

Tramping 

To  be 

a  Missionary 

Teaching 

To  be 

a  Prima  Donna 

Flirting 

To  be 

a  Conversationalist- 

Lecturing 

To  be 

a  Lawyer 

Smoking 

'Fortune  makes  folly  her  peculiar  care. 
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SOPHOMORE. 


Vv  Aat  75  ambition?    lis  a  glorious  cheat! 
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CLASS  OFFICERS 


RUBY    GRAY, 
President 


MOGENE    DOGGETT, 
Vice-President. 


LENA     FARROW, 
Secretary 


'Men  of  character  are   the  conscience  of  the  society  to  which   they  belong! 


I       CLASS  ROLL      S°f>;' 


Jessie  Byers  Exice  Foreman 

Wilma  Byers  Stafford  Harris 

Eunice  Carpenter  Bill  Jones 

Imogene  Dogget  Frank  McAleer 

Lena  Farrow  Hammond  Riggs 

Ruby  Grey 


MOTTO :— "Row,  don't  drift." 
COLORS:— Pink  and  Green. 
FLOWER:— Pink  Carnation. 


CLASS  POEM 

We  are  a  band  of  Sophies, 
Ha{>f>y  and  gay. 
We  are  not  like   the  Seniors 
But  are  merry  all  the  day. 

They  say  we  don't  know  very  much. 
But  it's  all  the  same  with  us. 
For  our  Geometry  teacher  says  we  do, 
And  she  gives  us  all  A-Plus 

We  go  with  smiles  from  ear  to  ear. 
And  music  m  our  hearts. 
We  never  let  a  day  go  by 
Until  we've  learned  our  -frarts. 


Gold  is  tried  in  the  fire  and  acceptable  men  in  the  furnace  of  adi 
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SOPHIES  INITIALS 

Eunice  Carpenter — Easy  Consoled — E.  C. 

Wilma  Byers— Will  Be— W.  B- 

Jessie  Byers — Just  Been — J.  B. 

Stafford  Harris— Still  Here— S.  H. 

Bill  Jones — Big  Joker — B.  J. 

Ruby  Gray— Red  Gem— R.  G. 

Exice  Foreman — Ever  Fussing — E.  F. 

Frank  McAleer — Fuss  Maker — F.  M. 

Lena  Farrow — Loving  Friend — L.  F. 

Imogene  Doggett — Idolizes  Dairymen — I.  D. 

Hammond  Riggs — Has  Rigors — H-  R. 


WELL  COMPARED 

Freckles Eunice  Carpenter 

Tattler Wilma  Byers 

Rebecca  of  Sunnybrook  Farm Jessie  Byers 

Daddy  Long  Legs Bill  Jones 

The  Ruby Ruby  Gray 

The  Out  Done  Girl Exice  Foreman 

Peck's  Bad  Boy Frank  McAleer 

The  Flirt *. Lena  Farrow 

Vanity  Fair Imogene  Doggett 

True  to  His  Colors Hammond  Riggs 

The  Fortune  Hunter Stafford  Harris 


is  wit,  steeled  in  mannerism." 
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MSI  MAN. 


"TTte  /ouJ  laugh  that  spoke  the  vacant  mind. 
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CLASS  OFFICERS 


'//  you  want  knowledge  you  must  toil  for  it.' 
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^   ROLL 


Mary  Belle  Almond 
Marie  Byers 
Charles  Brent 
Pat  Brummet 
Julia  Baker 
Enid  Cole 
Zora  Callaham 
Marie  Call 
Mildred  Farmer 
Lena  Jacobs 
Esther  Harris 
Thurston  Lee 
Ethel  Lewis 


Thirstle  Magbee 
Estella  Oliver 
Viola  Padget 
Mabel  McHenry 
Audry  Richards 
Ada  Stafford 
Eva  Stafford 
Grace  Sherrill 
Gladys  Temple 
Harris  Walker 
Owen  Winchell 
Russie  Wallace 


MOTTO:— "Green,  But  Growing." 
FLOWER:— Marechalneil  Rose. 
COLORS :— Green  and  Yellow. 


GUM  CHEWER'S  CLUB 

MOTTO:— "Chew  all  you  can  get." 

Enrollment: — All  girls  and  boys  of  the  Freshman  Class  and 
some  more.) 

Favorite    Flavors: — "Kiss   Me    if    You   Wish,"    "Spearment," 
"Sweet  16." 

Champion  Chewers :  Gladys,  Russie,  Grace,  Thirstle,  Ethel,  and 
Marie. 


"So  make  thy  manhood  mighter  day  by  day. 
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CLASS  HISTORY 


The  Freshman  Class  began  with  an  enrollment  of  forty-two, 
but  suddenly  they  began  dropping  out  until  we  were  at  last  reduced  to 
thirty-one. 

We,  on  the  whole,  are  a  very  industrious  class  and  we  are  very 
proud  of  ourselves.  We  are  trying  to  set  a  good  example  for  the 
Freshman  Class  of  the  future.  We  do  not  think  our  Class  History 
would  be  complete  without  mentioning  our  class  beauty.  She  is  about 
five  feet  and  six  inches  tall  and  very  attractive — so  much  so,  that  even 
the  dignified  Senior  boys  look  at  her  sometimes.  Her  manner  is  as  at- 
tractive as  her  face,  and  she  is  in  all  respects  worthy  of  the  Freshman 
name. 

Almost  every  type  of  boy  and  girl  is  represented  in  our  Fresh- 
man Class;  ugly,  pretty,  big,  little,  slim,  fat,  brunette  and  blonde,  in- 
culding  two  strawberry  blondes. 

Our  teachers  are  the  "sweetest"* ever,  and  we  love  them  all;  but 
how  can  we  be  expected  to  like  what  they  are  trying  so  hard  to  teach 
us  ?  We  are  all  right  as  long  as  we  can  remember  what  the  four  parts 
of  each  verb  are  in  Latin-  Mrs.  Goode  would  be  pleased  with  us,  if  only 
we  would  not  forget  how  to  factor.  When  we  get  to  English  Class, 
we  go  sailing  splendidly  when  we  have  our  margins  straight  and  the 
words  spelled  right  on  our  theme  papers  and  do  not  forget  to  stand 
when  we  recite.  But  the  climax  is  reached  when  we  go  to  Ancient 
History.  There  we  forget  all  we  ever  knew,  and  can  not  think  what 
Alexander  the  Great  did. 

We  want  to  drop  a  hint  to  the  future  Freshman  Classes,  that  if 
they  will  only  take  us,  the  Freshman  Class  of  1918,  for  their  model, 
they  will  "get  there" — sometime. 


"Let  us  then  be  ufi  and  doing  with  a  heart  for  any  fate. 
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Name 

Mary  Belle  Almond 
Marie  Byers 
Julia  Baker 
Marie  Call 
Zora  Callaham 
Enid  Cole 
Mildred  Farmer 
Esther  Harris 
Lena  Jacobs 
Ethel  Lewis 
Thurston  Lee 
Thirstle  Magbee 
Mabel  McHenry 
Estella  Oliver 
Viola  Padget 
Audry  Richards 
Ada  Stafford 
Eva  Stafford 
Grace  Sherrill 
Gladys  Temple 
Pearl  Van  Dyke 
Harris  Walker 
Russie  Wallace 
Owen  Winchell 


Nickname 

Sis 

Pewee 

Patty 

Skeeter 

Gip 

Patsy 

Bobbie 

Bill 

Shekinky 

Teddy 

Tut 

Edna 

Slim 

Ola 

Dand 

Blondie 

Cupid 

Jitney 

Dutchie 

Slivers 

Cutie 

Kid 

Fatty 

Red 


Favorite  Saying 

Hump 

Mercy  Me 

Sakes  Alive  ? 

Search  Me 

Well,  I'll  Say 

Good-night 

Bless  Patsy 

Hoky  Spoky 

I  Don't  Believe  It 

Kiss  My  Grandpa 

Would  If  I  Could 

Thank  You 

Oh,  Heck 

I  Don't  Know 

I  Should  Worry 

I'd  Rather  Not 

I'm  Disgusted 

How  Cute 

Goodness  Knows 

Ah!  Feet 

Who'd  Thot  It 

Why? 

Hot  Dog 

How  Do  You  Know 


.0 


Foremost  Occupation 

Blushing 

Being  Good 

Talking 

Buttin'  in 

Writing  to  Movie  Actors 

Telling  Secrets 

Keeping  Quiet 

Writing  Letters 

Hello  Girl 

Curling  Her  Hair 

Shoe  Shiner 

Trying  to  Flirt 

Wearing  Diamonds 

Reducing 

Expression 

Mrs.  Goode's  Successor 

Dish  Washing 

Shining  Her  Shoes 

Soda  Jerker 

Jitney  Driver 

House  Cleaning 

Hunting  his  Books 

Doing  Nothing 

Ploughing 


Heart's  Desire 

To  be  pretty 

To  be  a  doctor's  wife 

To  come  to  school  with  "Ed" 

To  grow  tall 

To  have  curly  hair 

To  get  a  soldier  boy 

To  be  a  Senior 

To  grow  bangs 

To  hear  from  Valliant 

To  be  noticed 

To  be  the  owner  of  a  Chevrolet 

To  go  to  Idabel 

To  get  a  call  from  Omaha 

To  be  a  clerk 

To  go  back  to  Lukfata  (?) 

To  be  with  M.  F. 

To  fix  her  hair  pretty 

To  know  "Something  " 

To  be  as  slim  as  "Slivers  " 

To  get  a  tire  that  won't  blow  out 

To  get  a  beau 

To  be  a  doctor       '  ' 

To  chop  wood 

To  get  his  Latin 


"The  waste  of  life  is  greater  than  its  accumulatic 
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CLASS  OFFICERS 


SADIE    McALEER 
Secretary 


"Be  /)£  /or  more  than  you  are  now  doing." 
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ROLL 


CLASS  FLOWER:— Pansy. 

COLORS :— Purple  and  Gold- 

MOTTO : — "Knowledge  is  crowned  by  success. 


In  a  certain  room  on  the  top  floor  of  the  school  building,  abiding 
peacefully  in  happiness  and  plenty,  without  ever  a  care  except  that 
which  comes  from  the  warning  of  our  teacher,  may  be  found  in  the 
early  days  of  spring  sunshine  or  winter's  coldest  blizzards,  a  trouble- 
some, yet  ambitious  crowd  of  young  students  bubbling  over  with  the 
spirit  of  youth  and  youth's  mischievous  ways — the  Senior  Preps.  'Tis 
true  that  we  are  not  as  advanced  in  years  and  judgment  as  other 
classes  that  we  could  mention,  but  we  are  only  a  few  years  behind. 

Like  all  other  classes  we  have  our  pets,  because  no  class  is  com- 
plete without  one  or  more  of  them.  We  have  luckily  secured  the  serv- 
ices of  the  largest  member  of  our  class,  that  he  might  display  his  abil- 
ity in  the  role  of  Class  Baby.  When  he  tried  out  for  this  position  the 
certainty  of  his  success  was  assured  and  he  has  been  making  good 
admirably-  Among  the  rest  of  our  menagerie,  we  have  also  that  most 
comical  of  creations,  a  Class  Monkey.  He,  like  the  Class  Baby,  made 
good  from  the  beginning,  and  has,  without  difficulty,  held  his  place. 
Then,  too,  we  must  mention  our  Class  Mascot.  There  are  other  pets, 
such  as  Class  Beauty,  Cuteness  Expert,  Instructor  in  Verdancy,  etc. 

But  when  all  has  been  said,  our  class  still  remains  in  its  worthy 
place  among  the  classes  of  the  school.  Our  teacher  could  not  be  ex- 
celled by  any  one  who  might  try  to  fill  her  place.  Her  advice  and  coun- 
sel is  sought  in  trouble,  and  to  her  we  look  for  hope  in  discouragement. 


CLASS  ROLL 


Lee  Cobb 
Kennith  Doggett 
Roy  Green 
Frank  Nichols 
Leon  Shipp 
William  Short 
Authur  Temple 
Audie    Luttrell 


Sadie   McAleer 
Mittie  Myers 
Gladys  Pyle 
Cecil  Paulk 
Thelma  Riggs 
Lona  Smith 
Jewel  TruesdelJ 


"Nothing  great  was  ever  achieved  without  enthusiasm. 
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President 
LOUIE    OVERTURF 

Treasurer 
LOIS   BOYD 

CLASS  ROLL 

Opal  Jacobs 

Irene  Almon 

Beulah  Adams 

Ollie  Sloan 

Verdo  Compton 

.      Rena'  Hickey 

Mae  Morren 

•     Orville  Parker 

Parker  Costilow 

Noble  Foreman 

Granville  Goode 

Lois  Boyd 

Virgil  Parrick 

Fay  Florence 

Louie  Overturf 

Mildred  Paulk 

Herschel  Wallace 

William  Wright 

Elbert  Maxwell 

Ruby  Clery 

Earl  Truesdell 

Fae  Pendergrass 

Carl  Truesdell 

MOTTO:— "As  good  as  the  best,  and  better  than  the  rest.' 
COLORS :— Red  and  Green. 
FLOWER:— Red  Rose- 


'It  doesn't  matter  what  you  are  if  you  really,  really  are" 
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JUNIOR  PREPS 


Unassuming  in  manner,  unimposing  in  demeanor,  quiet,  digni- 
fied, ambitious,  industrious,  and  self-reliant,  raring  to  accomplish 
something  worth  while,  earnest  and  willing  workers — are  the  Junior 
Preps.  We  ever  seek  and  strive  to  force  our  way  onward  and  upward 
toward  the  goal  of  our  ambitions.  "As  good  as  the  best,  and  better 
than  the  rest,"  is  a  saying  that  is  true  to  the  character  of  this  class. 

While  we  share  the  same  abode  with  the  Senior  Preps,  yet  we 
have  absorbed  none  of  their  haughtiness  or  conceit,  none  of  their 
charming  (or  the  reverse)  ways.  But  you  never  can  tell  what  can  take 
place ;  perhaps  next  year  we  will  do  as  they  do. 

Now  "Sallie  Bean"  says:  "Whenever  anything  happens,  they 
always  lay  the  blame  on  me."  "Sal"  is  our  Cuf>3  Kid  and  naturally 
every  one  likes  to  impose  on  good  nature ;  hence,  the  reason  of  "Sallie 
Bean's"  complaint.  Of  course  I  don't  know,  but  I  believe  that  "Peanut" 
is  imposed  upon  about  as  much  as  "Sallie  Bean."  But  someone  must 
furnish  amusement  for  the  class  and  "Peanut"  has  the  job,  so  let  him 
keep  it.  Of  course,  the  amusement  is  paid  for — but  not  by  the  audi- 
ence. Naturally  "Dame  Sobriety"  and  "Sallie  Fur  Bush"  always  look 
with  scorn  ( ?)  upon  the  frivolous  doings  of  "Peanut"  and  "Sallie 
Bean."  "Such  antics  should  not  be  be  tolerated,"  they  say. 

However,  we  can  look  back  always  with  pleasure  to  this  year's 
work  and  feel  that  we  have  been  inspired  to  do  great  things  by  the 
things  that  were  given  us  by  precept  and  example.  We  hope  to  be 
Senior  Preps  next  year  and  we  think  that,  if  we  keep  on  moving  ahead, 
we'll  reach  the  goal  toward  which  our  faces  are  turned- 


'Truth  is   the  foundation   of  all  knowledge  and  the  cement  of  all  societies. 
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ORGANIZATIONS 


WILSONIAN  DEBATING  CLUB. 


"Who   lacks   the  art  to   shajie  his  thougt,  I  hold,    were  little  poorer   if  he 
lacked  the  thought." 
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HIGH    SCHOOL    QUARTETTE 


Tones  are  the  Cadences  which  emotion  gives  to   thought. 
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THE  GAVEL 


It  was  made  from  a  portion  of  the  first  school  house  in  Broken 
Bow,  and  was  handed  down  from  the  Class  of  '17  to  the  present  Senior 
Class.  Following  the  example  of  Our  predecessors,  we  leave  the  gavel 
with  the  Class  of  '19,  with  these  instructions :  That  each  succeeding 
class  shall,  in  time,  hand  this  gavel  down  to  the  Senior  Class  President. 
It  shall  be  used  in  all  class  meetings  and  guarded  with  the  greatest 
care,  as  a  memento  of  the  first  school  of  Broken  Bow.  The  Classes 
of  '17  and  '18  have  placed  silver  bands  on  the  gavel  and  each  succeed- 
ing class  shall  place  a  small  silver  band  around  the  handle. — Senior 
Class  of  1918. 


'All 


true  work  is  sacrec 


FOOTBALL 

f 

The  Broken  Bo'w  High  School  football  team  did  not  have  a  very 
brilliant  record.  The  boys  only  played  about  four  games  during  the 
season.  The  fact  that  the  personnel  of  the  team  was  continually 
changing,  accounts  for  the  poor  work  of  the  team.  There  were  several 
brilliant  players  but  lack  of  team  work,  of  course,  rendered  their 
efforts  useless. 

As  quarterback,  Thomas  Clark  could  not  be  excelled.  He  was 
cool  at  all  times  and  his  generalship  was  magnificent.  When  things 
looked  black,  Tommy  usually  pulled  some  kind  of  a  witty  play,  taking 
the  opponents  completely  off'  their  feet. 

Wilder  Waite,  left-half,  was  the  man  that  could  always  cave  a 
huge  gap  in  any  line  before  him.  When  he  hit  the  line,  there  was  sure 
to  be  a  gain. 

Thurston  Magbee  played  well  at  right-half.  He  was  never  afraid 
to  smash  the  lines  at  any  time,  and  usually  made  gains  when  running 
around  end. 

.  Cortez  Moore  played  full-back  like  an  old  head.  Cortez  made 
beautiful  forward  passes  and  his  punts  were  always  ground  gainers. 

Supporting  the  back-field,  Russie  Wallace  played  at  left  end  and 
a  warrior  was  he.  He  was  game  as  could  be  and  literally  got  "blood 
in  his  eyes,"  when  the  battle  grew  fierce.  Russie's  strong  point  was 
breaking  up  the  interference  of  the  opponents. 

Roy  ("Babe")  Green  at  left-tackle  formed  excellent  support  for 
the  line  plunges  fmade  by  Waite  and  it  was  due  to  Roy's  bully  form 
that  Waite  was  able  to  smash  through  the  lines. 

Frank  Nichols,  left  guard,  another  game  player,  aided  in  making 
holes  thru  the  wall  of  men  and  he  could  hold  off  the  enemy's  horde 
as  well  as  push  thru  them. 

Homer  Sloan,  center,  was  the  headiest,  gamest,  and  coolest  man 
on  the  team.  His  playing  at  center  was  excellent.  Never  a  bobble, 
never  a  fumble,  all  went  well  with  Homer  over  the  ball. 

At  right-guard,  Stafford  Harris  would  stop  anything  coming  his 
way.  He  played  his  best  ever  when  he  saw  blood-  Somebody  accused 
him  of  bloodying  his  own  nose  so  he  could  play  better- 

Carl  Green,  playing  at  right  tackle,  never  let  anybody  thru  his 
section  of  the  line.  His  playing  was  excellent  and  he  was  heavy  enough 
to  put  it  over. 

Chas.  Brent  played  at  end  a  little.  Charlie  was  fast  and  made 
a  good  player. 

Ben  Bassham  played  good  football  at  left-guard.  Ben  was  a  little 
slow,  but  he  got  there  just  the  same. 

Teamwork  in  football  is  the  only  method  whereby  games  can  be 
won.  The  day  of  the  star  player  or  the  grand-stand  player  is  past 
and  teams  must  rely  upon  their  ability  to  work  with  machine-like  pre- 
cision. However,  good  a  player  may  be,  without  the  support  of  the 
whole  team  his  efforts  will  be  lost.    All  must  pull  together. 

J.  J.  LINDSAY,  Coach. 


'The  road  to  {>ros£erity  is  j>aved  with  j>ef>^ 
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SCHOOL  INTERESTS 


1 


As  this  term  of  school  draws  to  a  close,  realizing  this  is  our  last 
year  in  school,  we  are  feign  to  become  reminiscent  and  dwell  upon  the 
days  of  our  High  School  career,  and  the  friends  of  the  hajppy  days 
that  have  vanished-  But  we  put  the  idea  resolutely  aside  and  turn 
to  the  things  which  more  concern  the  public. 

This  term  we  have  been  favored  with  many  improvements.  Play- 
ground apparatus  has  been  erected  on  the  school  grounds ;  the  domestic 
science  class  has  been  fitted  out  with  the  equipment  used  in  such 
work ;  and  a  new  addition,  consisting  of  the  Harvard  Classics,  has  been 
installed  in  the  library. 

The  High  School,  eighth,  seventh  and  sixth  grades,  have  adopted 
military  training  and,  under  the  auspices  of  our  worthy  commandant, 
Mr.  Lindsay,  have  developed  into  remarkably  good  "soldiers." 

We  also  have  another  teacher  in  High  School,  which  makes  the 
work  much  more  efficient  than  heretofore. 

Our  school  is  now  fully  accredited  with  twenty-two  units  of  which 
fact  we  are  very  proud,  since  it  means  that  our  school  has  been  grow- 
ing a  great  deal,  both  in  size  and  efficiency. 

Our  High  School  has  contributed  a  share  to  the  United  States 
Army  and  Navy,  namely :  Otis  Jones,  First  Lieutenant  in  the  regular 
army,  stationed  at  Fort  Bliss,  El  Paso,  Texas,  34th  Infantry.  Wesley 
Kemp,  in  charge  of  an  office  in  the  Supply  Corps,  in  training  at  the 
Great  Lakes  Training  Camp,  Great  Lakes,  111.  Sam  O'Neal,  in  train- 
ing at  Camp  Beauregard,  Alexandria,  La.,  has  received  several  promo- 
tions ;  Elgie  Freeman,  in  active  service  in  the  Hawaiian  Islands. 

There  was  much  discussion  as  to  whether  "The  Scout"  would  be 
published  this  year,  owing  to  the  war  and  high  prices,  but,  after  many 
verbal  battles,  arguments  both  pro  and  con,  all  agreed  upon  the  publi- 
cation. 

Our  reason  for  putting  out  the  annual  is  that  it  will  preserve  a 
record  of  the  various  school  activities,  and  give  the  Seniors  a  remem- 
brance of  their  High  School  career. 

The  Seniors  wish  to  express  their  gratitude  to  the  Faculty  for  the 
help  and  kindness  rendered  them.  Of  course  we  can  -never  be  able  to 
tell  them  how  very  grateful  we  are,  but  perhaps  they  will  understand. 
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(School  Interests  Continued.) 

We  owe  to  Mrs-  Paden  not  only  the  help  she  has  given  us  in  trans- 
lating sundry  Latin  passages,  but  the  pleasure  of  accompanying  the 
Botany  Class  on  many  of  their  field  trips,  and  more  for  her  kindly  in- 
fluence and  genial  disposition. 

To  Mrs.  Goode  we  are  indebted  for  a  full  and  complete  course  in 
Ancient  History  note-book  work,  and  all  the  amusement  attached 
to  such  a  study.  Not  only  that  but  also  for  the  logical  conclusions 
which  we  are  now  able  to  reach  thru  the  study  of  Geomtery.  Mrs. 
Goode  is  kind-hearted  and  all  that  her  name  implies. 

Tho  we  had  only  one  study  under  Miss  Crenshaw,  yet  we  Sen- 
iors feel  that  she  is  a  friend  of  our  class,  for  her  winning  ways  and 
readiness  to  help  all  who  need  it,  have  found  for  her  a  place  in  our 
hearts. 

We  can  never  pay  the  debt  of  gratitude  which  we  owe  our  beloved 
Superintendent,  Mr.  Parrick,  for  his  kindness  to  us  in  every  way.  He 
has  lent  us  invaluable  aid  in  the  preparation  of  the  annual,  has  given 
us  innumerable  holidays,  and  has  shown  us  every  consideration  possi- 
ble. We  shall  always  remember,  with  a  thrill  of  pleasure,  the  forty-five 
minutes  spent  in  the  expression  room,  where  we  learned  the  art  of 
speech-making,  thereby  enabling  us  to  write  those  inspiring  orations. 
And  tho  we  heard  "The  Dawn  of  a, Day,"  until,  in  our  dreams  we 
saw  visions  of  that  Glorious  Day,  and  often  awakened  at  the  unearthly 
hour  of  twelve  o'clock,  muttering:  "It  has  come!  It  has  come!  The 
New  Day!"  still  we  appreciate  the  wonderful  information  he  has  af- 
forded us,  and  in  the  future,  if  we  attain  the  heights  of  success  in 
oratory,  we  shall  be  indebted  to  this  same  information. 

We  hope  the  annual  will  be  entirely  satisfactory  to  everyone,  and 
a  real  pleasure  and  delight. 


O 


"Go  forth  then,  little  volume, 
We  leave  thee  to  thy  fate, 

To  Memory's  Halls  you  have  a  key 
That  ope's  that  golden  gate." 


The  Editor 


'One  today  is  worth  two  tomorrows'' 
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Industries 
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THE  CYPRESS  TREE. 

This  Cypress  tree  is  said  to  be  the  largest  tree  in  Oklahoma.  It 
is  150  feet  high  and  75  feet  in  diameter.  It  is  situated  on  the  old  Ft. 
Towsen  road,  east  of  Mt.  Fork  River.  The  large  tree  is  held  in  reserve, 
and  it  is  a  five  dollar  fine  to  molest  it  in  any  way. 

A  number  of  bee-hives  are  supposed  to  be  in  the  top  of  the  tree. 
When  the  Indians  traded  the  Mississippi  Territory  for  .this  Territory, 
and  Indian  stood  looking  up  this  tree  and  muttered:  "Huh!  White 
man  cheated  Indian." 


Nature   has   copies,   which   art  cannot  imitate. 
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Yasha  Dam. 


Some  Local  Scenery 


'The  long  light  shakes  across  the  lakes,  and  the   wild  cataract  leafis  in 
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A  Patriotic  Gathering. 


'In  all  labor  there  is  i>rofi 
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KINDERGARTEN  MUSIC  CLASS. 


Music   washes  away  from  the  soul,  the  dust  of  every  day  life.' 
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MUSIC  CLASS 


"Music   is    the    inarticulate   speech    of   the   heart,    which    cannot   be   CO) 
{tressed  into  words,   because  it  is  infinite. 
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HIGH  SCHOOL  CALENDAR 

1917-1918 

September: 

3rd     Faculty  introduced  to  High  School  pupils.     Sixty-eight  pupils 

enrolled — 43  Freshies,  11  Sophs,  5  Juniors  and  9  Seniors. 
4th     Senior  meeting,  election  of  class  officers. 
5th     All  Freshies  and  the  Senior  girls  take  Ancient  History. 
6th     Three  Seniors  had  quite  a  scare;  the  Principal,  in  counting  their 
credits,  overlooked  one. 

11th     Domestic  Science  and  Expression  organized. 

12th     Seniors  make  assessments  for  Scout. 

13th     Freshies  afford  amusement  for  Seniors  in  Ancient  History. 

14th     Entertained  in  chapel  with  a  musical  program. 

17th     Everybody  studying  Ancient  History  (?) 

18th     First  lesson  in  Expression — terrible! 

19th     Nan  and  Laura  are  sporting  new  rings! 

20th  Quite  a  discussion  over  class  song  while  Seniors  practice  pro- 
gram to  be  given  in  chapel.  Ray  quite  a  critic  and  showed 
talent  as  song  composer. 

21st  Organized — Author's  Literary  Society,  Miriam  Story  Teller's 
League,  and  Wilsonian  Debating  Club. 

26th  First  quiz  in  Ancient  History — Jack  holds  yell  practice — Some 
pep!    High  School  goes  on  parade. 

28th  Jack  makes  talk  on  "more  pep" — Foot  Ball  game-  Broken  Bow 
vs.  Valliant.  Score  6  to  12,  Valliant.  Freshies  begin  to  raise 
money  for  Scout.  T 

October: 

1st     Second  month  of  school  has  begun  and  none  has  failed  yet! 
2nd     Mrs.  Paden  makes  talk  in  chapel  on  "Loyalty  to  Home,  School 
and  Country." 

10th     Sophs  refuse  to  let  Seniors  hear  war  story. 

11th     Juniors  and  Seniors  discuss  a  weenie  roast. 

12th     Notes  in  Ancient  History.    Weenie  roast  tomorrow  night. 

15th     Domestic  Science  Class  feast  on  peanut  butter  and  sandwiches. 

16th  Mr.  Parrick  makes  talk  on  food  conservation — hand  its  to  Do- 
mestic Science  girls. 

17th     Exhibit  sent  to  county  fair  at  Idabel. 
-*18th     Rainy.  Football  game.     Broken  vs-  Idabel.     Score,  56-0,  Idabel. 

19th  Some  excitement — we  learn  that  our  school  has  won  prize  on 
county  exhibit  at  Idabel.  The  like  of  yelling  and  cheering  was 
never  heard  of  before.    Juniors  get  busy  raising  annual  money. 

23rd     Pretty  program  rendered  by  kindergarten  folks. 

25th  High  school  march  to  town  to  hear  County  Attorney  Gore  talk 
on  "Liberty  Bonds." 

29th     Faculty  goes  to  Idabel — don't  care  if  they  stay. 


(^CALENDAR— Continued.) 

November: 

4th     They  have  returned. 

7th     Junior-Senior  picnic — some  fun! 

8th     Too  much  picnic. 
12th     Seniors  rejoicing  over  arrival  of  class  rings. 
13th     Mr.  Paden  and  Mr.  Rogers  talk  in  chapel.     Greeted  by  very 

patriotic  audience. 
16th     First  quiz  in  expression! 

20th     Mr.  Blocker  talks  in  chapel  about  organizing  farm  clubs- 
21st     Idabel  Senior  Class  slipped  off  and  paid  us  a  visit. 
22nd     Everybody  taking  military  training. 
23rd     Fine  Literary  program — No  Ancient  History. 
27th     Non-commissioned  officers  are  appointed. 
28th     Radiators  are  our  best  friends  today. 

30th     Otis  Jones  is  visiting  here  from  camp  at  Leon  Springs  where 
he  was  commissioned  First  Lieutenant. 

December: 

2nd     Xmas.  is  drawing  near,  wonder  what  Santa  will  leave  us? 

3rd     Jack  talks  on  "Respect  due  to  American  Flag  by  Soldier  Boys." 
10th     Ulo  tells  a  story  about  a  Greek  hero. 
11th     Ryan  out  of  school  on  account  of  illness. 
12th  Begin  keeping  note-books  in  history. 

13th     Seniors  work  hard  getting  up  written  work  for  the  Scout. 
31st     Vacation  is  over — tug  of  war  has  begun. 

January : 

1st     New  year's  day  discussion  as  to  making  6  days  a  school  week 

instead  of  5. 
2nd     Wesley  Kemp  is  here  this  week  from  Great  Lakes,  111.,  where  he 

is  in  naval  training- 
4th     Mrs.   Paden   sick   today — Mr.   Parrick    raises   a  "rumpus"    in 
chapel  because  classes  were  not  working  on  Scout — Business 
Manager  actually  getting  interested  in  his  work! 
7th     Mrs.  Binger  teaches  today  as  a  substitute  for  Miss  Crenshaw. 

We  learn  that  6  day  a  week  proposition  did  not  carry. 
8th     Mr.  Parrick  delivers  funeral  oration  of  underclassmen  and  they 

rise  up  in  arms  against  the  Seniors. 
9th     Every  one  is  crying  for  help — Semester  exams  have  begun! 
10th     This  world  is  f'ull  of  horror — all  exams  get  harder! 
11th     A  big  snow  fell  last  night. 

21st     We  were   informed  by   Ray   at   American   History   class   that 
America  was  discovered  in  1492 — We  are  very  grateful  to  him. 
22nd     Juniors  and  Seniors  have  afternoon  off — take  snow  scenes. 
23rd     No  school  this  afternoon.    Most  of  the  teachers  and  pupils  go 

to  matinee — "Civilization." 
29th     Military  training  is  coming  on  nicely. 
30th     A  gerat  debate  was  held  in  chapel  this  morning.    Some  of  the 

debaters  are  real  orators. 
31st     Domestic  Science  girls  gave  play  last  night — a  grand  success. 


rC  ALENDAR— Continued. ) 
February : 

1st    Photographer  is  kept  busy  this  week ;  we  are  expecting  a  great 
annual- 
American  History  period  is  where  Gerald  has  his  fun. 
Dr.  Yeuell  showed  the  "Passion  Play"  to  benefit  the  Junior 
Red  Cross. 

A  sad  disappointment — Rainy  weather  and  trip  to  Idabel  must 
be  postponed. 

A  few  are  out  of  school  with  Roseola.  Wonder  who  will  have  it 
next? 

Freshies  ask  Mrs.  Goode  to  omit  Ancient  History  today  and 
use  that  time  to  make  valentines. 

We  are  counting  the  days  and  waiting  for  the  contest  debate 
with  Idabel. 

Debate  postponed  a  week. 

Doll  and  Nan  get  even  with  Wilder  and  Ed  by  hiding  their  hats 
— lots  of  fun ! 

Gardening  time — Club  Demonstrators  were  here  today  to  give 
demonstrations  in  planting  potatoes  and  how  to  make  a  hot  bed. 
Seniors  discuss  invitations — trouble  in  deciding. 
Seniors  discuss  a  uniform  costume  for  commencement. 
Will  go  to  Idabel  Friday  afternoon  to  attend  a  debate. 
Military  training  stopped  until  further  notice. 
Getting  ready  for  a  motor  trip  to  Idabel  for  that  long  looked  for 
debate. 
March : 
1st    Debaters  left  at  noon  Friday  for  Idabel.    At  4:30  a  large  crowd 
of  High  School  pupils  followed-    Idabel  won  debate,  but  a  very 
hard  case  to  decide.    But — "Tis  better  to  have  tried  and  lost, 
than  never  to  have  tried  at  all." 

High  School  practices  at  chapel  period:  The  Prep  Classes  are 
to  give  a  home  talent  negro  minstrel  to  raise  their  part  of  the 
Scout  fund. 

Minstrel  a  decided  success.    \ 
Editor  was  hibernating. 

Sophs  agreeably  surprise  us  by  reporting  their  annual  fund 
raised.    Hurrah  for  the  Sophs. 

Juniors  and  Seniors  go  on  a  long  Botany  hike.  Quite  a  bit  of 
fun,  never  to  be  forgotten. 

School  marched  in  a  body  to  hear  Mr.  ■  Colby  and  Mr.  Gabe 
Parker  speak  on  "Conditions  in  France"  and  "Food  Conserva- 
tion," respectively. 

Seniors,  after  many  differences  and  interruptions,  decide  on 
invitations  and  program  for  commencement  week. 
Patriotic  speeches  in  chapel  by  Mr.  Jones  and  Mr.  Temple. 
Expression  folks  working  h.ard  on  their  orations- 
Everybody  knows  it  is  best  to  leaye  Ester  alone.  •  A  new  pupil « 
in  Junior  Class. 

Juniors  and  Seniors  went  on  another  fine  Botany  Hike. 
We  hear  more  about  "The  Dawn  of  a  New  Day,"  by  Mr.  Parrick. 
Expression  class  talk  about  new  inventions. 
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(CALENDAR— Continued.) 

April: 

1st     April  Fool.    Almost  all  the  High  School  pupils  played  "Hookey" 

and  went  on  a  picnic.    The  few  who  remained  at  school  were 

served  with  ice  cream  by  Mr.  Parrick. 
2nd.     Picnickers  have  returned.    They  received  quite  a  lecture  and 

reprimand. 
3rd     Seniors  learn  that  the  Idabel  Seniors  are  planning  a  joint  picnic 

on  the  banks  of  Mountain  Fork  River. 
4th     Yarn  arrived  for  Junior  Red  Cross.     Knitting  class  organized. 
5th     A  terrible  rain  today-    Very  few  at  school. 
9th     A  splendid  talk  in  chapel  by  Rev.  Eliff .    A  Chinese  solo. 
10th      Vergil  Class  begins  to  translate  in  verse.    Woe  be  unto  Dryden, 

for  he  must  now  take  a  back  seat. 
11th     We  did  not  dream  Ryan  and  Gerald  could  cook  so  well. 
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LOOK  back  over  the  past  years  and  ack  yourself  what  other 
Engraving    Institution,    specializing  in  college  annuals,  has 
wielded  so  wide  an  Influence  over  the  College  Annual  Field? 

Ask  yourself  if  College  and  University  Annuals  are  not  better  to^ 
day  because  of  BUREAU  PROGRESSIVENESS  and  BUREAU 
INITIATIVE? 

You  know  that  the  BUREAU  OF  ENGRAVING,  Inc.  Inaug. 
urated  the  system  of  Closer  Cooperation  with  college  annual 
boards  in  planning  and  constructing  books  from  cover  to  cover. 

Our  marked  progress  in  this  field  commands  attention.  Our 
establishment  is  one  of  the  largest  of  its  kind  in  this  country. 
Our  Modern  Art  Department  of  noted  Commercial  Art  Experts 
is  developing  Artistic  Features  that  are  making  "Bureau"  Annuals 
Famous  for  Originality  and  Beauty.  • 

And  again,  the  help  cf  our  experienced  College  Annual  Depart' 
ment  is  of  invaluable  aid.  Our  up'to-the-minute  system,  which  we 
give  you,  and  our  Instructive  Docks  will  surely  lighten  your  Burden. 

A  proposition  from  the  Natural  Leaders  in  the  College  Annual 
Engraving  field  from  an  organization  of  over  1>0  people,  founded 
over  1 7  years  ago,  and  enjoying  the  Confidence  and  Good  Will 
of  the  foremost  Universities  of  this  country,  is  certainly  worth 
your  while. 

Is  not  the  BUREAU  OF  ENGRAVING,  Inc.,  Deserving  of 
the    Opportunity    of  showing  what  it  can  do  for  -  YOU? 

BUREAU  of  ENGRAVING,  INC. 
MINNEAPOLIS    -    MINNESOTA 
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